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cirr  LATIN-, 

O     R, 

Critical  and  political  remarks   on   th^  Latin  in^ 

fcription  on  laying  the  firji  fione  of  the  in- 
Unded  nevj  bridge  at  Black  Friars,  Provino' 
a/mofl  every  word,  and  every  letter  of  it  to  be 
erroneous,  and  contrary  to  the  pra^ice  of  both 
ancients  a?id  moderns  in  this  kind  of  writing  : 
interfperfed  with  curious  reflexions  on  antiques 
and  antiquity,  with  a  plan  or  pattern  for  a 
new   infer iption.'   Dedicated  to  the   venerable 

fociety  of  antiquaries.  By  the  Rev.  Busby 
Birch,  L.  L.  D,  F.  R.  S.  F.  A.  S.  F.  C.  C, 
and  M.  S.  E.  A.  M  C.  i.  e.  member  of  the 

fociety  for  the  encouragement  of  arts,  manu- 

f azures,  and  commerce, 

Quis  expedivit  Salmafio  fuam  Hundrcdam, 
Picamque  docuit  verba  noHra  conari  ?      Milt. 

THOUGH  I  cannot  but  applaud  the 
zeal  and  affeiflion,  which  our  worthy 
citizens  of  London  have  exprefled 
towards  the  Great  Minister,  in  their  Infcrip- 
tipa  oa  laying  the  fifft  Hone  of  the  intended  new 

B  .        bridge, 
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bridge,  yet  I  could  wlfh  they  had  been  contented 

with  expreffing  it  in  their  own  native  language  ; 
which  will  probably  lafl  as  long  as  the  bridge, 
though  built  on  Elliptic  arches. 

There  were  doubtlefs  among  them  perfons  of 
fufficient  abilities  for  fuch  a  tafk  :  witnefs  the  late 
addrefs  of  the  lord  mayor  and  aldermen ;  witnefs 
the  addrefs  of  the  common  council ;  witnefs  the 
addrefs  of  the  merchants ;  all  which,  we  may 
venture  to  fay,  have  not  been  outdone  by  the 
addreffes  of  any  other  mayors,  aldermen,  and 
corporations,  or  even  of  our  two  univerfities. 
Where  then  was  the  necelTity  that  the  infcription 
in  queflion  fhould  be  couched  in  an  unknown 
tongue  ?  Unknown  we  may  call  it  to  moft  of 
our  citizens,  whofe  knowledge  in  Latin  fcarce 
extends  further  than  the  famed  Afhley's  motto, 
fro  bono  publico  ;  though  it  muffc  be  allowed,  that 
many  of  them  are  converfant  in.  the  French, 
Spanifli,  Italian,  German,  High  Dutch,  Low 
Dutch,  and  Hebrew. 

I  know  not,  whether  this  Latin  infcriptlon  (if 
it  may  be  calle«i  Latin)  was  drawn  up  by  the 
reverend  ordinary  of  Newgate,  or  my  lord 
mayor's  chaplain,  or  the  mafter  of  Merchant 
Taylors,  or  Paul's  fchool,  or  even  the  Charter- 
Houfe  ;  but  the  following  remarks  wilJj  I  think, 
fufficiently  prove  the  author  to  be  wholly  ignorant, 
of  Clajfical  Latinity,  and  an  in  tire  flranger  to 
the  ufual  flile  of  Injcriptions^ 

But. 
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But  It  win  be  necefTary,  in  order  to  reFiefli 
the  reader's  memory,  that  I  fliould  traafcribe  this 
infcription,  together  with  its  Eriglijh  tranflation, 
as  it  has  appeared  in  the  public  papers :  though 
there  is  great  reafon  to  imagine,  that  it  was 
originally  firft  drawn  up  in  Englijh,  by  fome 
learned  deputy  or  other,  and  afterwards  done  into 
Latiriy  as  the  phrafe  is;  which,  if  this  be  the 
cafe,  will  readily  account  for  the  many  Anglwfms 
that  occur  in  it. 


I^.,>  Ultimo 
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Ultimo  die  Oflobris,  anno  ab  incarnationc 

MDCCLX, 

aufplcatiflimo  principe  G  EORGIO  Tertia 

regnum  jam  ineunte, 

pontis  hujus,  in  reipublicae  commodum, 

urbifq;  majeftatem, 

(late  turn  flagrante  bello) 

aS.  P.  Q^L.  fufcepti, 

prlmum  lapidem  pofuit 

Thomas  Chitty,  Miles-, 

Prxtor  : 

Roberto  Mylne,  Archite6lo. 

Utque  apud  pofteros  extet  monunaentum 

voluntatis  (ux  erga  virum, 

qui  vigore  ingenii,  animi  conftantia, 

probitatis  &  virtu  tis  fuse  felici  quadam  contagiooc, 

(favcnte  Deo 

,  faufVifquc  Georgii  Secundi  aufpiciis) 

imperium  Britannicum 

in  Afia,  Africa,  &  America, 

reAituit,  auxit,  &  ftabilivit, 

necnon  patriae  antiquum  honorem  &  au£loritat«m 

inter  Europae  gentes  inftauravit ; 

cives  Londinenfes,  uno  confenfu, 

hmq  ponti  infcribl  voluerunt  nomea 

GULIEXMI    PITT. 


Englifbed- 
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Englljhed  thus. 

On  the  kft  Day  of  October,  in  the  year  1760, 

and  in  the  begltining  of  the  mod  aufpicious  reign  of 

GEORGE  the  Third, 
Sir  Thomas  Chitty,  Knight,  Lord  Mayor, 

laid  the  firil  flone  of  this  bridge, 
fifldertakcn  by  the  Common  Council  of  London, 
(amidfl  the  rage  of  an  exten/ive  war) 
for  the  public  accommodation, 
and  ornament  of  the  city  : 
Robert  Mylne  being  the  Architea. 
And  that  there  might  remain  to  poflerity 
.    a  monument  of  this  city's  alfeflion  to  the  man, 
who,  by  the  flrength  of  his  genius, 
the  fteadinefs  of  his  mind, 
and  a  certain  kind  of  happy  contagion  of  his 
probity  and  fpirit, 
(under  the  divine  favour 
and  fortunate  aufpices  of  George  the  Second) 
recovered,  augmented,  and  fecured, 
the  Briti/h  empire 
in  Afia,  Africa,  and  America, 
aad  reflored  the  ancient  reputation 

and  influence  of  his  country 
amongft  the  nations  of  Europe; 
Ac  citizens  of  London  have  unanimoufly  voted  this 
bridge  to  be  infcribed  with  the  name  of 
WILLIAM    PITT. 

^  3  Ultim9 
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Ultimo  Die  OBobris, 

rhe  lafl  day  of  Oaober  :  This  is  a  very  bald 
expreffion,  and  but  little  removed  from  a  down- 
right Anglicifm.  Die  Oaobris  XXXI.  would  have 
been  more  in  the  infcription  tafte,  which  delights 
in  thefe  capital  numerals.  But,  if  they  mufl:  have 
It  the -LAST  day,  fofiremo  is  undoubtedly  the  claf- 
fical  word  ;  and,  as  elegance  of  conflruflion  fhould 
be  particularly  regarded  in  thefe  little  things,  it 
fhould  alfo  have  been  placed  after  Die  Oclobfis,  and 
not  before  it.  Die  OElobris  pojiremo.  It  is  fltange, 
that  when  poJierOy  ox  ^ojleriore,  might  have  ferved 
inftead  of  a  better  word,  that  the  author  fhould 
unluckily  pitch  upon  poor  Ultimo, 

Jnno  ab  Incarnatione. 

If  our  author  had  known  any  thing  of  preci- 
fion,  he  would  certainly  have  added  N.  S.  J.  C. 
i.  e.  Ncfiri  Salvatoris  Jefu  Chrijii,  which  would 
likewife  have  looked  very  pretty,  fmce  nothing  in 
•works  of  this  kind  is  fo  pretty  as  fingle  capitals. 
But  why  could  not  fimply  Anno  Domini  have  ferved 
his  turn,  as  brevity  is  no  lefs  to  be  confulted  in  in- 
fcriptions  ?  I  fuppofe  he  was  afraid,  left  pofterity 
fhould  miftake  it  for  the  year  of  the  lord  mayor. 
However,  if  the  author  had  been  the  leaft  ac- 
quainted with  the  cuftom  of  the  Romans  on  thefe 
occafions,  he  might  have  borrowed  a  very  elegant 
phrafe  from  them,  I  mean,  Anno  Urbis  Cojidit^, 

which 
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which  would  have  preferved  to  poflerlty  the  pre- 
cife  aera  when  the  city  of  London  was  firfl  built ; 
and  this,  there  is  no  doubt,  might  have  been  ac- 
curately fixed  by  the  Antiquarian  fociety,  affiHed 
in  their  enquiries  by  the  ruins  of  the  city-gates, 
MDCCLX. 
It  may  feem  odd,  that  I  (hould  find  fault  with 
thefe  innocent  letters  ;  but  precifenefs  obliges  me. 
to  point  out,  that  they  are  never  applied  in  this 
manner   in  Latin  infcriptions.     Had  the  author 
but  dipped  into  Montfaucon'^  or  Gracvius's  Anti- 
quities, or  even  Stoiv's  Survey  of  London,  he  would 
have  found,  that,  inftead  of  CC,  he  (liould  have 
ufed  CIO  ;  and  the  leaft  obfervation  would  have 
informed   him,  that  a  point  or  dot  was  neceflary 
after  fome  of  the  letters,    as  thus  M.D  CIo.LX. 
The  virtuofo*s  eye  mufl  be  as  much  hurt  by  the 
vulgar  MDCCLX,  as  it  would  be  by  the  barba- 
rous Arabic  numerals  1760. 

AufpicatiJJimo  Principe  Georgio  Tertio  Regnum 
jam  ineunte. 
Aufpicatijfimo  (the  moll:  aufpicious)  befides  be- 
ing a  mod  egregious  Anglicifm,  is,  at  befl,  but  a 
very  doubtful  compliment  to  his  prefent  majefty. 
I  have  looked  into  Holyoak's  dictionary,  as  it  is 
vulgarly  called,  though  the  firfi:,  and  beft  impref- 
Tion,  properly  fliles  it,  Vocabularium  a  SanHa 
^lercii.  There  I  find  Aufpicatus  [ab  Aufpiciiim'} 
aufpicious y  malo  fenfu  frequenter  ufitat.  Omeh 
aufpicatum,  i.  e.  corvorum,  Cic.  Aufpicata  Mu- 

B  4  lier. 
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licr.  Plaut.  ;a  Ijan  TO^oman.  Now,  among 
the  moft  numerous  and  moft  illuftrious  tribe  of 
ijfimiy  could  not  the  author  have  culled  out  fome 
choice  epithet  of  the  fuperlative  degree,  thac 
would  not  be  liable  to  a  double  meaning  ?  Surely 
he  might  have  met  with  pick  and  chufe  in  abun- 
dance from  the  dedications  to  foreign  potentates  ; 
fuch  as  in  thofe  to  the  French  king,  Chrijiianifftmo, 
to  the  Spa72ijh,  CatholiciJJimo^  to  his  holinefs  the 
pope,  Sacro-SanFtiffimo.  But  the  epithet,  that 
might  at  once  have  occurred  to  our  author,  as 
moft  fuitable  to  his  prefent  majefty's  chara(fl:er, 
(and,  I  am  fure,  every  one  will  agree  with  me) 
is  ....  Optimo. 

To  proceed  ....  Our  author  is  fo  defirous 
of  fetting  down  at  length,  what  ought  to  be  ex- 
prcffed  in  figures  only  (contrary  to  the  known 
rules  of  infcription-writing)  that  here  again  he 
muft  fubflitute  Gcorgio  tertiOf  inflcad  of  Georgio 
III.  as  he  would  needs  have  ultimo  die  Ocflobris, 
in  the  room  of  die  O^fobris  XXXI.  I  afk  him, 
did  he  ever  fee  Tertius  or  Secundus  upon  an 
halfpenny,  a  coin  the  ncarefl  approaching  to  the 
copper  medals  of  the  Casfars  ?  No.  Even  Charles 
the  Second,  who  would  not  ftile  himfelf  either  II. 
or  Secundus  (for  fear,  I  fuppofe,  of  offending 
the  Puritans)  elegantly  ftamped  himfelf,  on  his 
earlieft  coins,  Carohis  a  Carolo  ;  and  I  could  not 
i5ave  blamed  our  author,  if,  inflead  of  lengthen- 
ing 
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iug  out  III.   to  Tertio,  he  had  further  extended  it 
into  Georgia  a  Friderico  a  Georgio  a  G;t:r^\o, 
Regnum  jam  hieunte. 

It  is  hoped,  that  the  news-papers,  magazines, 
and  other  faithful  hiflories  of  the  piefcnt  times, 
will  convince  poflerity  that  his  maic/ly  king 
George  the  Third  was,  on  the  laft  day  of  O^ober, 
1760,  actually  in  tlie  kingdom  ;  otherwife,  from 
the  above  expreflion,  they  might  naturally  con- 
clude the  contrary,  fmce  regnwn  jam  ineunte  can 
only  be  conftrued,  jujl  riow  coming  into  the  king- 
dom ;  and  fhould  the  unfortunate  Tertio  in  the 
line  above  happen  to  be  defaced  or  worn  out, 
pollerity  will  be  apt  to  imagine,  that  the  bridge 
begun  to  be  built  at  the  time  that  George  the  Firjl 
landed  on  the  Englifli  fhore  from  Hanover, 

Pontis    hujuSy    in   reipitblica  commodum  urhifciue 
majejlatem. 

Here  again  my  friend  Holyoak  muft  be  called  in 
toinform  our  author,  that  the  prepofition  z«,  with 
an  accufative  cafe  following  it,  generally  fignifies 
againji,  and  not  for ;  fo  that  the  fenfe  of  this 
pafiage  might  be,  that  the  bridge  was  fet  on  foot 
to  the  detriment  of  the  puhlicky  and  derogatory  of 
the  viajejiy  of  the  city  of  I^ondon.  Nor  would 
this  interpretation  appear  ftrange,  confidering  the 
great  difputes  that  have  arifen  about  the  form  and 
conftru6lion  of  its  arches.  But  allowing  this  fen- 
tence  to  bear  a  good  meaning,  it  is  certainly  ne- 

eelFary 


(     lo     ) 

ceflfary  to  make  a  flight  tranrpofidon  of  the  words 
thus  .  ...  7/2  Reipublica  Majejiatemy  Urbifque  Com- 
modiim  ...  for  every  one  muft  agrea  with  me,  that 
the  bridge  is  undoubtedly  erefted/or  the  accommo- 
dation of  the  city. 

Before  I  have  done  v/ith  this  pafTage,  I  mufl  re- 
mark, that  every  claJTic  eya  muft  be  offended  with 
feeing  rcipiiblic^  fpelt  at  length,  and  made  only 
one  word  of;  whereas  it  ought  to  have  been  fplit 
in  two,  or,  at  leaft,  contracted  to  reip.  or  reipubL 
or  to  Rpublic^e,  or  flmply  R.  P.  which  latter  is 
perhaps  the  moft  elegant  way  of  writing  it,  as  it  is 
certainly  the  moff  ancient,  and  (what  mult  fur-» 
ther  recommend  it)  confifts  only  of  capitals. 

Lat}  tum  flagrante  Bello. 
What  mufl  pofterity  fuppofe  from  this  fen- 
tence  (which  is  put  in  a  parenthefis,  and  might 
indeed  be  better  omitted)  but  that  the  bridge  was 
built  purely  on  account  of  the  -war  ?  And  can  they 
conceive  any  other  reafon,  but  that  it  was  merely 
defigned  for  the  convcniency  only  of  the  trained- 
bands  croiling  the  water  ?  Otherwife,  what  £\g- 
nifies  it,  whether  the  bridge  was  built  in  war-time 
or  ill  peace  :  Suppofe  our  worthy  citizens  had  fet 
about  it  at  the  time  of  the  laft  dreadful  fire  by  St. 
Magnus  church,  the  infcription,  in  that  cafe, 
might  ha^-e  run  ....  Latl  tum  flagrant  elG-i^i . . . 
and  this  too  with  fome  fliadow  of  a  meaning,  as 
it  might  have  been  fuppofed,  that  the  efpoufers  of 
Black  Friars  bridge  thereby  meant  to  exprcfs  their 

fecret 
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fecret  wifli,  that  the  fire  might  reach  as  far  as  Its 
antagonifl,  the  temporary-bridge.  But,  after  all, 
what  has  turn  to  do  in  this  pafTage  ?  Is  it  placed 
there  to  fignify,  that  the  war  raged  on  the  laft  day 
of  OEloher  particularly,  or  at  the  very  inftant  of 
my  lord-mayor's  laying  the  firil:  ilone  ? 

Pont  is  hiijus 

^  S.  P.  Q^  L.  fiifceptL 

Here  the  author  has  for  once  aukwardly  at- 
tempted to  copy  the  ufage  of  the  ancients  on 
their  publick  infcriptions.  Every  fchool-boy  can 
tell  him,  that  S.  P.  Q^R.  iignifies  the  whole  flate 
P  of  Rome,  that  is,  the  fenate  and  the  people  :  But 
let  us  examine,  whether  S.  P.  Q.  L.  comprehends 
the  whole  ciry  of  London.  Now  it  is  well  known, 
that  the  commonwealth  of  Rome  was  made  up 
only  of  two  bodies,  to  wit,  the  fenate  and  the  peo- 
ple ;  whereas  the  city  is  compofed  of, 

1.  The  lord-m.ayor,  or  prator. 

2.  The  aldermen,  or  aldermanniy  (there  being 
no  Latin  term  equal  to  their  dignity.) 

3.  The  common    council  men,   or  Communis 

Concilii  Fratres. 

4.  The  ordinary  freemen,  or  Libert i. 

Therefore  the  above  capitals  are  not  fufficient 
to  denote  this  extcnfive  corporation,  but  they 
fiiould  ftand  thus : 

a  P. 
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a  P.  A.  C.  C.  F.  L.  Q^L. 

1.  e.  P restore,  Aldennannis,  Communis  ConclIilFra- 
tnhus,  Llbertifq-,  Undinenfibus .  And  how  much 
more  noble  do  thefe  numerous  capitals  look 
(P.  A.  C.  C.  F.  L.  Q^L.)  than  the  fneaking 
S.  P.  q^R.  of  the  Romans  ! 

But  what  are  we  to  under/land  by  Pcntis  fvf- 
cepti  ?  Let  us  again  confult  Holyoak,  and  he  will 
inform  us,  ^^^tfufcipere  opus,  or  fifciperenegctium, 
may  figmfy  to  undertake  any  -work  or  bufmefs  ;  but 
Jufcipere  onus,  or  fifdpere  pontem,  muft  have  a 
diilcrent  conftruaion  ;  and  Poyitis  a  S.  P.  ^  L 
fufcepti,  in  this  place,  can  only  beunderAood,  that 
the  lord-mayor,  aldermen,  common  council,  andciti- 
^ens,  took  up  the  bridge  on  their  Jhoulders,  and 
carried  it  clean  off.  T 

Primum  Lapidem  pofuit 
Thomas  Chitty,  Miks, 
Prat  or  : 
Roberto  Mylne,  ArchiteHo. 

The   fuperficial   common  fcholar  will  hardly 
conceive  that  any  miibkes  can  poffibly  have  been 
niade  in  this  plain  and  limple  fentence  ;   but  any  ^ 
one,  who  is  convcrfant  in  the  method  of  infcrip- 
tjons,  Will  difcover  many  blunders. 

I  am  credibly  informed,  that  the  fir/l  plate,  on 
^^'hich  the  Infcription  was  engraved,  was  obliged 
to  be  laid  a£de  on  account  of  the  engraver,  who 

did 
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did  not  underfland  Latin,  cutting  the  line  .  . . 
Thoi.  Chitty  Miles,  (as  if  it  was  Mr.  ThoK  Chitty 
Miles)  inftead  of,  Thomas  Chitty ,  Miles,  «  knight : 
And  no  wonder,  that  the  ignorant  artiil:  (hould 
commit  fuch  a  blunder,  when  the  manufcript  had 
it  originally  Tho'.  a  barbarous  abbreviation  of 
ThamaSy  and  the  word  Dominus,  as  Xaiin  for  Sir, 
(i.  e.  Knight)  inflcad  of  Miles.  But  does  not 
any  one  fee,  that  Chitty  fhould  have  been  ChittiuSy 
or  rather  ChitfeiuSf  as  in  the  next  line  Mylne 
(hould  be  Mylneio,  Thomas  Chitteius,  Roberto 
Mylneio  ?  It  is,  indeed,  a  pity,  that  thefe  words 
will  not  bear  to  be  converted  into  true  Latin, 
like  my  friend  Nolyoak  into  Sanda  ^lercus ;  or, 
as  the  Rev.  George  White  (liled  himfelf  Jgricola 
Candidus  *.  But,  as  this  cannot  be,  they  ought, 
at  leaft,  to  have  a  Latin  termination  j  and  every 
judge  of  antiquity  will  agree  with  me,  that,  with- 
out this  addition,  thefe  names  will  found  no  better 
than  the  familiar  appellations  of  Tom  Chitty  and 
Boh  Mylne, 
I 

*  Thisexce"ent  geniu3  former'y  publifiied  a  Latin  news-paper, 
and  ttiled  himfelf  by  the  name  above-mentioned.  He  was,  in- 
deed, obliged  to  have  recourfe  to  the  Greek  language,  as  well  as 
the  Latin,  on  this  occafion.  Finding  out,  that  George,  or  rather 
Ceorgus,  would  in  Greek  characters  be  r'tofyoc,  and  then  findinj 
out  (in  ScbreveJius' 5  Lexicon)  that  this  meant  j^gricch,  he  very 
-happily  firll  gra-cizeJ,  thfncc  latiniaed,  hii  frenomtn  into  thai  ex- 
CkUeat  appellation. 
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Utqiie  apud  Pofieros  extet  Moiiiimentiim  VohiTt' 
tatisfua  erga  Virum, 

Voluntatis  fua :  It  is  hard  to  determine,  whether 
this  means  the  Bridge's  affeftion,  or  Thomas 
Chitty's  and  Robert  Mylne's,  whofe  names  imme- 
diately go  before  ;  but  it  is  obvious,  that  in  the 
firrt  line,  the  author  has  a  double  meaning,  and 
intends  a  compliment  to  one  of  the  city  ftru6lures 
, . .  Ut  apiid  Pojieros  extet  Monumentum  ; 
that  the  Mon  u  m en  t  may  Jland  to  pofterity.  In 
return  for  this  patriotic  wifh,  I  would  propofe, 
that,  as  fome  have  idly  conceived  a  prejudice 
againft  Elliptic  arches  (the  moft  flrong  and  beau- 
tiful of  any)  this  line  fhould  be  fixed  on  the  center 
arch,  with  a  flight  alteration, 

Apud  Posteros  extet  Pons. 

^ui  Vigor e  Ingeniij  Animi  Conjiantidf 
Probitatis  <b  Virtutis,  fucufelici  quadam  Contagione, 

The  firft  line  might  have  been  this,  that,  or 
t'other ;  but,  in  the  name  of  Latin,  what  is  this 
felici  quadam  Contagione  r'  ...  By  a  certain  kind 
of  a  fort  of  an  happy  contagion  ....  of  what  ?  . . . 
Probitatis  6"  Virtutis  fuce  ...  his  own  probity 
and  virtue.  Stay  ...  I  fhall  wear  out  poor  Holy- 
oak,  having  ufed  him  at,  and  ever  fmce  I  Jefc, 
fchool ....  but  no  matter  ...  let  me  fee  ...  oh 
.  .  .  Contagioy  f.  [a  conta61:us,  cont angered  Conta- 
gion .  . .  Now  for  his  inflances  .  .  .  Ahifis  conta- 
glonem  fpirat,     Ter.     and    many  others,   not 

one 
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one  of  which  but  gives  the  word  in  a  bad  fenfc. 
But  even  allowing  that  Contagio  may  be  taken  in  a 
good  fenfe,  as  it  is  qualified  with  the  epithet  of 
felixy  the  line,  after  twifling  and  winding  it  which 
way  you  pleafe,  can  only  be  underflood,  that  Mr. 
Pitt  caught  the  happy  contagion  of  his  own  probity 
andfpirit.  But  the  author  undoubtedly  intended 
an  inuendo  by  this  pafTage,  that  the  lord-mayor, 
aldermen,  and  the  refl  of  the  citizens,  were  /«- 
fe^ed  with  the  fame  probity  and  fpirit. 

Imperium  Britannicum 
in  Afidy  Africa^  et  America^  ■ 
rejiititit,    auxit,    et  Jlabilivit. 

From  the  order  of  the  words,  and  from  the 
common  method  obferved  in  infcripiions,  pofle- 
rity  will  doubilefs  conceive,  that  the  author  meant 
to  particularize  the  different  fuccefs  of  our  arms  irt 
different  parts  of  the  globe ;  and  they  will  natu- 
rally underftand  this  pafTage  as  follows  : 


In  Afia 
rejiituitf 


In  Africa 
aiixit, 


In  Americ&y 
Jfabilivit. 


that  is,  he  reflored  the  BritiJJj  empire  in  Ajta,  he 
augmented  it  in  Africa^  he  fecured  it  in  /America, 
Every  body  knows,  that  infcriptions  (hould  be 
as  plain  as  pofHble,  and  the  leafl  liable  to  have 
their  fenfe  miflaken  :  I  therefore  cannot  fuppofe, 
that  our  author  fhould  depart  from  this  known 
rule,  but  rather  im.agine,  that  fome  officious 
would-be-critic  foiiied  in  this  line  about  Afta, 
4  Africa"^ 
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Jfricdy  and  America^  becaufe  Europe  happens  to 
come  in  the  next  fentence,  and  he  was  willing  to 
have  all  the  four  quarters  of  the  globe  together. 
I  am  conviDced,  that  our  author  would  rather 
have  brought  in  all  the  four  winds,  and  have  writ- 
ten it,  In  Euro,  in  BoreB.^  in  Aujlro,  &c.  Or  had 
he  faid,  cum  in  Afia,  turn  in  Africa,  et  America 
rejlituit,  auxit,  etjlaln/ivit,  there  could  have  been 
no  room  to  doubt  of  its  meaning. 

Necnon  patri^  antiquum  Honorem  et  Au5loritate7ii 
inter  Europce  Gentes  injlauravit . 

A  little  lad,  a  relation  of  mine,  who  is  in  the 
third  form  at  Wejiminfter  fchool,  happened  to  call 
upon  me  jufl  as  I  had  finifhed  my  laft  remark.  I 
fet  him  to  conflrue  this  pafTage.  He  began  . .  . 
Nee  lion,  alfo  .  .  .  injlauravit,  he,  he,  he,  [reftorcd, 
child  ?]  reflored  .  . .  antiquum  honorem,  the  an- 
cienthonour  ,  ,  .  et  auRoritatem,  and  the  autho- 
rity . .  .  [good  boy  !  wonderful  !]  .  .  .  patria:  .  .  . 
[well  I]  of  their  countries  . . .  [tkeir  countries, 
child  ?]  ....  Yes,  uncle,  inter  Europce  Gentes^ 
among  the  nations  of  Europe,  Upon  my  word, 
the  boy  fet  the  pafTage  in  a  different  light  to  what 
perhaps  I  fhould  have  feen  it  in  ;  and  pofterity 
muft  confider  our  great  patriot  as  the  patriot  of 
all  countries,  foes  or  friends,  when  they  under- 
lie nd,  from  this  fentence  (as  it  cannot  be  well 
conllrued  otherwife)  that  he  rejiored  the  ancient 
honour  and  authority  \jiot  only  of  his  own,  but2  of 
each  their  feveral  refpedlivc  countries  to  all  the  na^ 
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tions  of  Europe.  Had,  indeed,  the  little  word 
/u^  here  happened  to  have  flipt  in  .  .  .  Patria  fuse 
antiquum  Honor  em  6*  Ju^oritatemj  &c.  it  would 
have  given  the  fentence  that  meaning  which  the 
author  doubtlefs  intended  it  fhould  convey, 

Cives  LondinenfeSy  uno  Confenfu, 

huic  Ponti  infcribi  voluerunt  Nomen 

GULIELMI  PITT. 

It  cannot  be  fufficiently  lamented,  that  the  in* 
fcription  throughout  is  fo  intirely  devoid  of  the  ge- 
nuine marks  of  jufl  and  clafTical  compofition.  I 
have  pointed  out  the  egregious  ignorance  of  the 
author,  in  this  kind  of  writing,  in  his  very  firfl 
line,  zVz  vcjiihdo,  as  it  were  ;  and  he  has  fliewn  no 
lefs  ignorance  in  the  conclufion.  Cives  Londh- 
nenfes  .  .  .  What  a  pity  it  is,  that  he  had  not  made 
ufe  of  that  magnificent  range  of  capitals,  P.  A.  C. 
C.  F.  L.  Q^L.  as  before  recommended  !  but  how 
fhocking  is  it,  that  the  ignorant  has  not  had  read- 
ing enough  to  know,  that  the  letters  C.  L.  (no- 
thing more  than  C.  L.)  were  more  full,  more  ex- 
preflive,  or  more  intelligible,  and  more  infcriptive 
by  themfelves,  than  with  the  ufelefs  addition  of 
ives  ondinenfes  ! 

The  common  reader  will  hardly  imagine  that  I 
fhould  be  able  to  fpy  out  any  miftake  in,  the  lafl 
line,  Gidielmi  Pitt ;  but  I  hope  to  prove,  to  the  fa- 
tisfaclion  of  every  body,  at  leafl  of  every  anti- 
quary,   that   the   author  is   wrong  in  both  the 

C  cbrijiian 
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chnjian  and  fiirname  of  this  gentleman.  Firft 
then,  it  is  well  known,  that  the  word  Culielmi  was 
never  ufed  in  infcriptions,  except  upon  the  barba- 
rous modern  medals,  or  coins,  of  king  JVilliam  III. 
I  wonder  the  author  did  not  write  it,  miliami, 
which  is  certainly  as  good  Latin  for  miliam,  as 
this  ftrange  Guliclmi  ;  at  leaJft,  he  might  have  bar- 
haro-latinized  it  into  Wilhelmi,  or  (as  the  chart© 
Roman  alphabet  abhorred  a  VV  or  W)  called  it 
VilhebnL  But,  if  it  mull  be  fomething  like  Guh- 
elmi,  is  it  not  notorious,  that  it  Ihould  be  fpelt 
GmUlmi  and  not  GuWelmi,  as  it  is  vulgarly  and 
ignorantly  written  ? 

But  to  come  to  the  name  Pitt  .....  O 
what  a  glorious  opportunity  was  here  let  flip  of 
naturalizing  an  Engii/h  name  into  the  Latin 
tongue,  by  a  latinization  of  it  ...  .  Pitt  /  Pitt  ■ 
a  LOW  Etiglifi  word  !  Sink,  ditch,  bog,  quagmire, 
would  found  equally  noble.  But  if,  inftead  of 
this,  it  had  been  written  Foffa,  how  grandly 
would  that  have  founded  !  And,  furely,  every  ad- 
mirer of  antique  learning  will  agree  with  me,  that 
Foffa  ^  Gmlelmi  Foffa  /  .  .  .  would  have  made  the 
illuflrious  name  of  the  Foffas  adored  and  remem- 
bered to  all  pofterity. 

As  to  the  objcaion,  which  will  poffibly  be 
raifed,  that  poflrerity  may  perhaps  apprehend  the 
word  Fqffa  to  mean  Ditch  inftead  of  Pitt,  that  cau 
have  no  force  at  all,  as  they  wilUafily  find,  that 
though  H^ill  Pitt  was  at  tha  head  of  the  mlniilry  at 

this 
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this  prefent  time,  there  was  no  fuch  perfoti  joined 
with  him  In  the  adminiflration,  as  Will  Ditch,  It 
is  true,  indeed,  that  the  city  formerly  joined  two 
names  together  in  their  prefentation  of  their  free- 
dom and  gold  boxes  :  It  might  therefore  be  a  mat- 
ter of  fome  wonder,  that  they  did  not  think  fit  to 
couple  them  on  the  prefent  occafion,  and  at  the 
fame  time  that  they  immortalized  Gmlelmiis  Foffa, 
they  did  not  pay  the  fame  honours  to  Henricus  Bii- 
/onus  Cms, 

And  now  I  have  touched  upon  the  fubjeft  of 

converting  Englijh  proper  names  into  Latiity  I 

fhall  beg  leave  to  enlarge  upon  it  a  little  further, 

and  to  fli€W  its  peculiar  elegance  and  propriety. 

We  cannot  but  be  fenfible,  that  mofl:  of  our  En- 

glijh  names,  which  have  any  meaning  at  all,  are 

borrowed  from  the  lowefl,  and  fometimes  the  moft 

ridiculous,  as  well  as  ofFenfive  objefts.     Thus, 

for  inflance,  what  can  be  more  fhocking  to  a  deli- 

cateear,  than  Mangey,  Rag,  Belcher,  Gorge,  Grub, 

Trollop,  Nanny,  HulFey,  &c.  &c.  &c.     Not  to 

mention  fome  others,   that  border  very  nearly  on 

indecency.     Many,  again^  take  their  appellation 

from  the  loweft  tradefmen  and  mechanics  ;  fuch  as 

Smith,  Mafon,  Gardener,  Packer,  Dyer,  Turner, 

Taylor,  Cook,  Cooper,  Carter,  Draper,  Glover, 

Butcher,  Plumber,  Painter,  Carpenter,  &c.     Al' 

moft  all  kinds  of  beafts,  birds,  and  fifhes,  are  alfo 

to  be  found  among  us  ;    as  Buck,    Stag,  Hart, 

l^nd,  Fox,  Hare,  Bull,  Bullock,  Lamb  i— Duck, 

C2  Drake, 
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Drake,  Gofling,  Crow,  Hawk,  Kite,  Heron,  Crane, 
Parrot,   Partridge,    Cock,    Woodcock  ;  —  Sprat^ 
Herring,  Crab,  Whiting,  Salmon,  &c.     The  four 
quarters  of  the  wind,   Eafl,   Weft,  North,  and 
South,  are  alfo  frequently  ufed  as  furnames  ;  and 
almoft  all  the  colours  of  the  rainbow  are  appro- 
priated to  the  fame  purpofes  ;  as  Green,  Scarlet, 
Grey,  Brown,  Black,  Blackall,  Blackmore,  White, 
Whitehead,  Redhead,   &c.      Even   the  different 
parts  erf  our  habitatloas  furnifh  us  with  no  incon- 
fiderable  number  of  names :  We  have  Houfe,  Gar- 
den, Court,  Wall,   Hall,  Kitchen,  Garret,  Stair, 
Chambers,    Wood,    Stone,    Lock,    Key,    Street, 
Lane,  &c.     We  have  alfo  Fields,  Meadows,  Hills, 
Rivers,  Lakes,  Ponds,  Pools,  Dykes,  Hedges,  &c. 
in  abundance.     Some  parts  of  the  body  likewife 
ferve  for  the  fame  end ;  as   Head,    Scull,  Leg, 
Foot,  Trotter,   &c.     But  why  need  I  dwell  any 
longer  on  this  fubje(rt  ?  There  are  Rich  and  Poor, 
Sharp  and   Blunt,   Young  and   Eld,   Long   and 
Short,  Small  and  Great,  Walker  and  Rider,  Swift, 
Hallings,  and  On-flow ;  with  a  variety  of  other 
names  taken  from  the  moil  comm^on  adlions  of 
our  lives. 

Let  us  then  fuppofe,  that  thefe  names,  or  th« 
mofl  vulgar  and  difagreeable  of  them,  were  to  be 
changed  into  Lati?i  :  It  would  perhaps  be  ob- 
je(n:ed,  that  the  words  in  either  language  would 
ilill  bear  the  fame  import ;  yet  it  muft  be  allowed, 
that  the  found  being  altered,  the  ear  is  not  fo  im- 
mediately 
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medlatel}'  fhocked,  or  the  mind  (o  dlreiSlIy  ftruck 
with  the  vulgarnefs  or  indelicacy  of  their  mean- 
ing.     For   inftance,    though    the   name   Belcher 
fliould  of  right  belong  to  nobody  but  a  Dutchman^ 
the   Latin  word  EniElaior  greatly  alleviates  the 
filthinefs  of  its  meaning  by  the  magnificence  of  its 
found  ;  at  leaft,  it  would  not  be  inferior  to  the  ti- 
tle of  that  emperor,  who  laid  a  tax  on  a  certain 
natural  evacuation,  and  was  thence,  by  his  flat- 
terers, filled  Urinator.     Eefides,  there  are  a  great 
many  Englifo  names,  that  nearly  refemble  thofe  of 
the   mofl  illuflrious  families   and  offices    in  old 
Rome  :  Thus  the  Smiths ,  by  a  very  fair  allufion, 
might  be   fliled  Fabricii,   the  Gardeners  Hor- 
TENSii,  the  Taylors  Sartorii,  the  Drapers  To- 
GATi,  the  Mafons  ^diles,   6"^.    <bc.   <bc.     So, 
in     other    inftances,     Long    would    be    readily 
converted    into    Longinus,    as  Short  would  be 
Curt  I  us,  Great  or  Great  head  might  be  called 
Maximus,  or  Capito  Maximus  ;  Toung  (efpe- 
cially  the  reverend  fatirifl  of  that  name)  would 
not  be  improperly  Ailed  Juvenalis,  zs  Eld  or 
Oldham    might   fairly  make   Seneca  :  Swift  or 
Hajiings  is  Festinus,   and  On-Jlozv  directly  an- 
fvvers  to  Lentulus.     So  alfo   among  the  co- 
lours. White  m^y  be  either  Alb  i us  or  Candidus, 
as  Black  or  Blackall  may  at  once  afTume  the  title 
of  the  emperor  Niger  :   And  pray  what  is  Fus- 
cus,  to  whom  Horace  addrefTes  one  of  his  odes, 
but  downright  Brown  P  Suppofe,  therefore,  a  gen- 

C  3  tiemajj 
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tleman  of  the  name  of  Wenman  or  Warton,  would 
he  not  be  proud  to  be  called  after  Cicero,  who 
received  that  name  on  account  of  a  ruen  or  ivart 
growing  on  the  fide  of  his  face  ?  And  the  Italian 
jmufician,  whom  the  courtefy  of  the  galleries  have, 
!n  a  manner,  naturalized  by  the  appellation  of 
I^^fyy  would,  I  believe,  very  readily  exchange  it 
for  that  of  the  poet  Naso  ;  whom  we  may  con- 
clude to  have  been  fo  called  for  the  very  fame  rea- 
fon,  if  we  confider  his  fuppofed  intimacy  with  a 
certain  lady  of  the  firil  fafhion  in  his  time. 

But  the  utility  of  this  proceeding  is  flill  further 
-evident  from  the  pra6tice  of  other  nations  in  af- 
fairs of  this  kind.  The  French,  perhaps  confcious 
of  the  lightnefs  and  futility  of  their  own  language, 
always  make  ufe  of  this  manner  of  writing  on 
their  public  monuments  ;  and  their  famous  Aca- 
demy of  InfcriptionSy  See.  was  eflablidied  for  fcarce 
any  other  purpofe,  than  to  find  out  proper  L^^f/2 
words  for  the  names  of  thofe  illuflrious  perfo- 
nages,  who  are,  by  thefe  rpeans,  to  be  immorta- 
lized. Thus,  on  a  medal  flruck  in  memory  of 
their  famous  poet  Racine,  that  word  fignifying  a 
Root,  they  have  called  him  Radix ;  on  another,  in 
honour  of  the  two  Corneilles,  father  and  fon,  they 
have  been  contented,  by  a  flight  mutation,  to  Aile 
them  Cornelii  Pat.  et  Fil.  i.  e.  Pater  et  Filiiu  ; 
but,  I  am  informed,  they  are  preparing  another 
alfo  for  tl^  fon  of  the  latter,  on  which  is  to  be  in- 

fcribed 
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fciibed  the  clalTical  name  of  Cornelius  Nepos 
.  .  .  Nepos  J  in  their  language,  figiiifying  the  Petit- 
Fils  or  Grand/on. 

The  Dutch  (who  have  always  preferved  a  true 
tafte  for  compofitions  of  this  kind,  as  well  as  for 
the  fineft  branch  of  criticifm,  that  of  emending 
letters)  are  very  accurate  in  the  tranilations  of 
their  excellent  Dutch  names  into  Latin.  One  in- 
ftance  may  fufEoe  fof  all.  In  the  church  oi  RQt- 
tsrdamy  on  the  monum.ent  of  that  famous  burgo- 
mafter    [the     firll    projector    of    ilock-jobbing) 

^"^XiWt  (Kan  l^ugger^93uggec   l^igglcnp^ 

i^tgglCDp  l^CltCr^a>kelter,  he  is  conclfely  (filed, 
m  the  moil  elegant  latinity  . .  .  Omnium  Gatherum, 

Having  then  thefe  great  examples  before  our 
eyes,  what  (hould  hinder  this  nation,  which, 
though  flow  at  invention,  is  every  ready  at  im- 
provement, from  making  iifelf  equally  remarkable 
for  its  tafle  in  fimllar  undertakings.  A  noble  op- 
portunity offers  itfelf  in  the  public  monument 
fhortly  to  be  erected  ;  and,  if  the  infcription  con^ 
cerning  a  city  bridge  muff  be  in  Latin,  the  in- 
fcription on  this  monument  will  undoubtedly  be 
in  the  fame  language;  at  ieafi:  it  ought  to  be  (o^ 
if  for  no  other  reafon,  than  that  the  name  of //"b^ 
will  admit  to  be  latijiized  into  Lupus. 

But  to  return  from  this  digreflion  ...  As  I 
have  found  fo  much  fault  with  the  prefent  form  of 
iht  city  infcription  i  I  maybe  alked,  perhaps,  what 

C  4  other 
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other  would  I  fubflitnte  in  its  flead  ?  To  this  I 
anfwer  ....  If  we  would  confult  elegance,  clear- 
nefs,  flrength,  and  brevity  of  expreffion,  if  we 
would  regard  the  ufual  praflice  in  thefe  cafes,  it 
ftiould  certainly  run  fomewhat  in  the  following 
manner. 

NON.  VIII.  MENS. 

A.  U.  C.  MM.C.LXXIX. 

T.  CHITTEIO  PR. 

PONT. 

A  P.  A.  C.  C.  F.  L.  Q^L.  CONSTR. 

LAP.  P.  P. 

What  can  be  more  plain  and  intelligible  thnn 
this  ^  What  can  look  nobler  and  more  fignificant 
than  this?  An  antiquarian  could  hangover  it  with 
rapture  for  hours,  nay  years  together,  and  find 
out  the  beauty  of  every  lingle  capital.  But,  as 
the  author  of  the  prolix  and  wordy  city  mfci'iption 
will  doubilefs  be  puzzled  to  get  ar  its  meaning,  I 
will  condefcend  to  become  a  decypherer  to  his  ig- 
norance. 

NON.  VIII.  MENS.  Nonis  OElavi  Men/is,  on 
the  nones  of  the  eighth  month,  that  is,  October  3 1 . 

If  we  look,  indeed,  into  the  Roman  calendar,  as 
adapted  to  ours,  at  the  end  of  the  diclionai-ies,  we 
ihall  find  ic  differently  fet  down  ;  but,  alas  !  the 
editors  have  never  coafidered  the  alteration  of  the 

A.  U. 
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A.  U.  C.  MM.C.LXXIX.  Jnno  Urlns  Condita^ 
in  the  year  from  the  firft  building  of  the  city, 
2179. 

The  date  of  this  sera  Is  modeftly  fet  down  from 
authentic  records;  but  there  ure  traces  of  its 
foundation  much  earlier ;  though  it  does  not  ap* 
pear,  cither  from  Stow's  Survey ^  or  Maitiajid's 
Hiftory  cf  London,  that  the  mayors  were  called 
lords,  or  that  any  of  the  citizens  were  knightedy 
till  a  long  while  after  this  period. 

T.  CHITTEIO  PR.  Thomcl  Chitteio  Pratore, 
Thomas  Cbitty  being  mayor. 

Though  no  one  can  be  better  affe(5led  to  his 
majefty  than  myfelf ;  yet  I  thought  it  iinnecefTary, 
in  a  city  infcrlption,  to  mention  the  time  of  his 
beginning  to  reign,  efpecially  if  no  expreffion  caa 
be  found  than  regnfim  jam  ineunte.  It  is  fuffi- 
cient  to  remark  the  preclfe  date  by  the  manner  I 
have  done  ;  from  the  year  of  the  firft  building  of 
the  city  :  But  iF  this  fliould  be  uncertain,  authen- 
tic records  will  fully  prove  it,  by  informing  pofte- 
rity  in  what  year  Thomas  Chitty  was  mayor;  and,' 
as  to  Georgio  Tertio  Rcgmimjam  ineunte,  it  might 
as  well  have  been  fiid  Thoma  Chitty  Mayoraltunt 
jam  exeunt e,  Thomas  Chitty  juft  going  out  of  his 
mayoralty. 

PONT.  A.  P.  A.  C.  CF.  L.  Q^L.  CONSTR. 

^AP.  P.  P.  Pontis  a  Pratore,  JIdermannis,  &c. 

(as  explained  before)  conjlriiendi  Lapis  primus  pons- 

batiir^ 
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hatur,  oF  a  bridge  to  be  built  by  the  mayor,  al- 
dermen, &e.  the  firfl  ftone  was  laid .  .  ,  This  is 
clear,  fhort,  and  iignificant . . .  But,  you  will  fay, 
as  a  compliment  to  Mr,  Pitt  is  neceflary,  how  is 
that  to  be  exprefled  ?  Why  in  the  fame  concife  and 
intelligible  manner. 

GUIL.  FOSSiE. 
PATR.  PATRI^  D.D.D. 

Is  there  any  occafion  to  explain  thefe  letters  ? 
Cidiehno  Fojjts  Patri  P atria  Datur,  Dicatury  De- 
dicatiir,  dedicated  to  William  Pitt,  the  father  of 
his  country. 

It  is  now  high  time  to  have  done  with  this  dry 
and  uninterefting  fubje6l ;  for  fo  it  may  appear  to 
all,  who  are  not  converfant  in  antiquity :  And 
though  I  could  eafily  have  confirmed  my  remarks 
by  numerous  quotations  from  ancient  and  modern 
authors  and  critics,  yet  i  chufe  rather  to  leave  it 
to  the  true  virtuofo  to  determine,  whether  my  cri- 
ticifms  are  juH:  or  groundlefs.  I  (hall  only  obfervc 
further,  that,  as  the  infcription,  which  has  given 
rife  to  this  little  work,  is  faid  to  have  been  en- 
graven on  pure  tin,  I  think,  with  more  propriety, 
it  might  have  been  upon  pure  lead. 


POSTSCRIPT, 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

My  t>ublijher  havwg  informed  me,  that  this 
painphlet  was  rcfiifed  a  place  in  the  Daily  Adver- 
tifer,  I  fent  my  amamtenfts  to  Jenour  over  the 
door,  to  know  the  reafon  ;  hut  the  fellow  having 
been  acciijiomed  only  to  fet  down  fo  many  words ^ 
without  knowing,  or  even  enquiring  after,  theitf 
meaning  .  .  .  confequently  having  very  little  prac- 
tice of  memory  .  .  .  he  quite  forgot  what  was  faid 
to  him.  I  miifl  therefore  defire  Jenour  over  the 
door  will  be  pleafed  to  acquaint  my  pitblifher,  why 
the  fame  favour  fkould  not  befljewn  by  him  to  my 
learned  labours,  as  to  other  works  of  genius  and  li- 
terature ;  efpecially  as  Jenour  over  the  door  could 
tict  have  read  a  line  of  my  work,  as  the  advertifi* 
ment  was  fent  him  before  it  was  piddifJxd, 


S  i^cvttalle 


(       28       ) 

a  httimlU  dDcppie  of  tlje  anfccipcfone  fcttnii 
lip  me  ^arnn  ^acfojlusf,  in  tl&e  ISarge  he^ 
iongpuge  to  tljc  tpgljte  torfcyrppfull  Cam^ 
pante  of  «)tatfonef0  •,  frio  to  br  pennt o  bp 
tljat  noiable  penman  anu  pjofotmne^^cljollei: 
icleppD  Jofeaiu  i^— 53— nsConie,  :9:rm:grr, 
Commim*  Cmtiliu  iFraiei:,  Bibliopol  :^r^ 
ct)iep:Tc»  Cantuartenf*  g^  Court^arcilaut/ 
mamiu0  a)tattDi]ario;um,  ^ontr, 

THIS 

e 

BARG  wAs  buiLt 

1766. 

henry  woodFaLL  mafler 

domlne  dirGe  nos 

On  Mr,  Yorke'j  taking  a  Patent  of  Precedence 
in  1764. 

YORKE's  great  humility,  I  own. 
At  firfl  may  feem  a  flretcher ; 
He  takes  a  patent  from  the  crown, 
To  fit below  Sir  Fletcher. 

Epigram  on  a  Counfelhr's  having  his  Hat  Jlolen  in 

Weflminfter-Hall. 
QHould'fl  thou  tojuRice,  honeil  thief,  be  led, 
*^  Swear  that  you  flole  his  hat  who  had  no  head. 
That  plea  alone  all  danger  (liall  remove. 
Nor  judge^'nor  jury  can  the  damage  prove. 

Infcrif^tion, 
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Infcriptio7i  found  upon  a  Stone  ploughed  up  in  a  Field 
in  Devon  fhire,  that  'was  formerly  a  Lake, 

WHEN  e'er  this  ftone,  now  hid  beneath  the 
lake. 
The  horfe  (hall  trample,  or  the  plough  fliall  break  ; 
Then,  oh,  my  country  !  fhalt  thou  groan  dillrefl. 
Tears  fill  thine  eyes,  and  forrow  chill  thy  breaft  j 
Thy  flreets  with  violence  of  woe  fliall  found 
Loud  as  the  billows  burning  on  the  ground  ; 
Then  o'er  thy  fields  fhall  fcarlet  reptiles  flray. 
And  murthers  and  pollutions  mark  their  way; 
Shall  glutton  on  the  induflrlous  peafant's  foil. 
Live  without  care,  and  fatten  without  toil. 

A  Scottifh  thane  fhall  triumph  in  this  land. 
And  Englifli  fubjefls  die  at  his  command ; 
Judges  and  juftices  revere  his  nod, 
Obey  his  mandates,  and  defpife  their  God. 
The  Moon  *  enrag'd,  the  affrighted  Bear  f  fliall 

dread. 
Lilies  X  triumphant  o'er  the  vale  fliall  fpread. 
And  traiterous  m s  hide  their  guilty  head. 

*  Th«  Turkifli  crefccnt.  f  The.  RufTianB. 

§  France. 

Exteinport 
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Sxtemfore  hy  a  Poetical  Junto,  on  hearing  a 
certain  impertinent  Addrefs  in  the  News*Papers, 

THOU  efTence  of  dock,  of  valerian  and  fagc, 
At  once  the  difgrace  and  the  pefl:  of  this  age, 
The  word  that  we  wifh  thee  for  all  thy  damn'd 

crimes, 
Is  to  take  thy  own  phyfic  and  read  thy  own  rhimes. 

Anfwer  to  the  Junto. 

'  I  ^HEIR  wifli  mufl  be  in  form  revers'd, 

^         To  fuit  the  do<n:or's  crimes  ; 
For,  if  he  takes  his  phyfic  firfl. 
He'll  never  read  his  rhimes. 

Vr^  H 's  Reply  /o  M^  Junto's  Epigram, 

'^^E  defperate  junto,  ye  great,  or  ye  fmali, 
-■"    Who  combat  dukes,  doflors,  the  devil  and 

all! 
Whether  gentlemen,  fcribblers,  or  poets  in  jail. 
Your  impertinent  curfes  fliall  never  prevail : 
I'll  take  neither  y^z^^,  dock^  nor  balfani  of  honey ; 
Do  you  take  the  phyfic,  and  I'll  take  the  money. 

ANTI'JUNTO. 


E  P  I  G  R  A  !^ 
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EPIGRAM, 
By  David  Garrick,  Efq; 
Written  foon  after  Dr.   H  i  L  l's  Farce  called 


F 


The  Route   ivas  a^^d, 
O  R  phyfic  and  farces. 


His  equal  there  fcarce  is  ; 
His  farces  are  phyfic. 
His  phyfic  a  farce  is. 

To  Dr,  Hill  upon  Ms  Petition  of  the  Letter  I  i§ 
Mr.  Garrick.     By  the  fame. 

IF  'tis  true,  as  you  fay,  that  I've  Injur'd  a  letter, 
I'll  change  my  note  foon,  and  I  hope  for  the 
better  ; 
May  the  juft  right  of  letters,  as  well  as  of  men. 
Hereafter  be  fixed  by  the  tongue  and  the  pen  ; 
Mofl  devoutly  I  wifii  that  they  both  have  their 

due, 
And  that  /  may  be  never  mifiaken  for  U, 

Epitaph  on  Jerry  Sneak  the  Taylor. 

READER,  within  this  turf-rais'd  grave 
There  lies  the  body  of  a  knave  ; 
Nor  deem  it  flrange,  this  flone  fhould  tell, 
Jhat  while  he  liv'd,  he  liv'd  ia  helly 

Now 
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Now  death  has  rid  him  of  that  evil. 
He's  gone  in  earneji  to  the  devil. 

On  the  grave-flone,  upon  which  is  infcribed  the 
above  epitaph,  is  figured  a  clufter  of  angels  look- 
ing down  from  the  clouds,  that  are  meant  to  re- 
prefent  heaven,  with  arms  extended  as  if  about  to 
receive  the  taylor  ;  which  circumftance,  together 
with  the  infcription,  gave  rife  to  the  four  following 
lines,  that  were  wrictea  extempore  underneath  it : 

Sad  verfe  to  read  !  but  charming  fight  to  fee  ! 
How  ill  i\\Q  fciilptor  and  the  bard  agree  : 
To  different  men,  what  different  arts  aregiv'n; 
One  fings  of  hell,  the  other  pidlures  heav'n  ! 

To  the  Editor. 

TH  E  following  is  the  mofl:  exa(fl  copy  I  could 
procure  of  the  Latin  infcription  upon  the 
column  intended  very  foon  to  be  erefled  in  the 
centre  of  the  area,  before  a  very  grand  houfe,  now 
building  on  a  pleafant  fpot  not  far  from  town.  It 
is  fuppofed  to  have  been  written  by  the  celebrated 
Monf.  de  Bouganviile,  profefiTor  in  the  academy  of 
.infcriptions  and  belles  lettres  at  Paris,  the  fame 
who  writ  the  Latin  epitaph  on  the  marble  monu- 
ment, fent  over  to  Quebec,  for  the  Baron  de 
DIeikau. 

In 
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In  Memoriam 
Nob.  Dom.  Vice  Com.  H- 


In  hac  Viclnia  dim  defundi 
Ob  dimidiam  Rei  familiaris  partem 
iibi  legatam, 
(Uxore  et  fratris  filio  defun^i  nobilis 

etiam  fuperflitibus) 
Et  nullam  aliam  ob  Gratiam  de  illo 
bene  merenti, 
Nifi  quod  aegroto  in  extrema  Valetudinc 
a/Iidue  afFuit, 
Atque  in  ipfms  mortis  Articulo 
Teilamentum  fupremum 
compofuit, 
^dificlum  hoc  ex  lateribus  conflru(5lum, 
^  Viatorum  Admiratis, 

Vicinorum  Invidia, 
Ut  Monumentum  fidelis  amlciti^ 
Et  Domicilium  fibi  met  ipfi  accommodatum, 
A  po/TefTore  prxfenti, 
Attornato  Artis  hx  baud  imperito, 
Extrema  licet  Seneclute, 

Erigitur. 
Idus  Jul.  An.  Sal.  1768. 
Accede,  Viator,  contemplare,  et  G, 
poteris,  imitare, 

D 


% 
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To  a  certain  Magiflrate  on  the  Dedication  of  a 
Tower  to  him  in  the  IJle  is/'Thanet. 

CURSED  by  the  friends  of  liberty  reflored, 
By  Tories  praifed,  by  Jacobites  adored ; 
What  elfe  remained  to  ftigmatize  thy  caufe  ? 
Nought — but  expiring  H — d's  laft  applaufe. 

Ivfcription  for  the  Villa  of  a  decayed  Satefman  on 
the  Sea-Coaft. 

L  D  and  abandon'd  by  each  venal  friend. 
Here  H****  form'd  the  pious  refolution, 
To  fmuggle  fome  few  years,  and  flrive  to  mend 

A  broken  character,  and  conflitution. 
On  this  congenial  fpot  he  fix'd  his  choice, 

(Earl  Goodwin  trembled  for  his  neighb'ringfand) 
Here  fea-gulls  fcream,  and  cormorants  rejoice. 
And  mariners,  tho'  (hipwreck'd,  dread  to  land. 

Here  reigns  the  bluft'ring  North  and  blighting Eaft^ 

No  tree  is  heard  to  whifper,  bird  to  fmg, 
Yet  nature  cannot  furnifh  out  the  feafl : 

Art  he  invokes  new  horrors  ftill  to  bring. 
Now  mould'ring  fanes  and  battlements  arife, 

Arches,  and  turrets  nodding  to  their  fall. 
Unpeopled  palaces  delude  his  eyes. 

And  mimic  defolation  covers  all : 

«  Ah! 
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*'  Ah  !  (fald  the  fighing  peer)  had  B**e  been  true, 

"  Nor  — 's,  — -'s,  — 's  friendfhip  vain, 
"  Far  other  fcenes  than  thefe  had  crown'd  cur  view, 

"  And  realiz'd  the  ruins  that  we  feign. 
"  Purg'd  by  the  fword,  and  beautify'd  by  fir* 

"  Then  had  wefeen  proud  London's  hated  walls  j 
"  Owls  might  have  hooted  in  3t.  Peter's  choir, 

"And  Foxes  flunk,  and  litter 'd  in  St.  Paul's." 

The    TIMES.     1768. 

■Omnes  conf^ruiint 


Unum  cognoris,  omnes  noris»  T  E  r, 

FAME'S  mouth  is  fleep,  and  he  who  dares  af- 
cend. 
Will  find  his  toils  a  thoufund  fbes  attend  : 

Hence,  G m,  much  'tis  wonder'd,  in  thefe  days. 

How  you  acquire  fuch  univerfal  praife. 
Mild,  kind,  andjuft,  who,  from  your  earliefl  youth. 
Have  fpoke  the  truth,  and  nothing  but  the  truth  / 
Tell  them,  by  meeknefs  taught—while  lives  a  Bute, 

While  B— n  S— e  is  M d's  fubftitute  ; 

While  B n,  by  noblefl  motives  warm'd. 

Applauds  the  deeds  by  loyal  Scots  performed ; 

While  H d,  honefl  to  his  late/l  hour. 

To  H y's  praife  infcribes  the  marble  tower ; 

While  N—n  pleads ;  while  W~b  our  juries  claim. 

You,  though  well-meaning,  have  hmfecondhmQ. 

D  2  IMITATION, 
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IMITATION.     ANACR.  .  Od.  46. 

ro  J.  W.  Efy; 

WOULD  you  wifh  to  ferve  the  flate. 
Would  you  ftrive  with  honours  due, 
That  a  court  confefs  you  great, 

You,  my  friend,  wrong  fchemes  purfue. 

Wifdom  that  I  know  is  your's, 

Brighteft  talents  too  you  boaJfl ; 
But  where  gold  extends  its  curfe. 

All  intrinfic  merit's  loft. 
'Tis  the  quantum  that  you  pay. 

For  the  corporation  bought : 
'Tis  how  duflile  you  obey, 

By  the  grand  dictator  taught  *. 

Curs*d  be  he,  the  wretch  of  yore, 

Who,  from  womb  of  parent  earth, 
Firft  produc'd  the  tempting  ore, 

Poifon  to  all  moral  worth  ! 
This  domeftic  peace  deftroys. 

This  diflblves  all  human  ties ; 
Urg'd  by  this,  a  brother's  joys 

Are  a  brother's  facrifice. 

*  Get  admirable  maitre  des  muets,  quand  il  leu r  dohne  fes  pre- 
mieres lemons,  forme  avec  fes  mains  dans  leurs  organcs  la  difpofition, 
qui  eft  neceflaire  pour  pr9B«A««r  «bai«e  Isttrci 

La  my. 

This, 
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This,  where  in  the  raptur'd  foul 

Love  fhould  boafl:  his  pureft  lire. 
Does  each  gen'rous  thought  controul, 
j     Bids  profeffion's  vow  expire. 
This  (and  let  bold  honour  mourn, 

Hearing  the  recorded  tale) 
-This  bade  P —  a  villain  turn. 
This  confines  a  W — s  in  jaiL 

Mivport,  IJle  of  Wight, 
Sept,  12. 

i     Epiflle  to  John  Wilkes,  Efq;  in  Confinement. 

V^HILE  ev'ry  truly  Englifh  breail: 

Swells  with  regret  and  rage  pofTefs'd, 
I        And  mourns,  O  Wilkes,  thy  doom  I 
I  rather  joy,  who  hope  to  view 
rhy  fteady  foul  her  plan  purfue, 
i   And  equal  ancient  Rome. 

See  M -. — d,  impotent  of  foul, 

n  pale  and  iilent  malice  fcowl, 
;  And  yield  to  Y— s  the  blow  I 
/ain  all  their  rage !  thy  noble  heart 
nvulnerable  fcorns  the  dart, 
I  Nor  heeds  the  feeble  foe. 
Hius  faithful  to  his  country's  good, 
Tnmov'd  the  menac'd  Roman  flood 
At  all  the  Punic  rage ; 

j  ^3  Bravely 


(    38     ) 

Bravely  he  met  the  death  he  dar'd. 
Nor  fear'd  the  cruel  pains  prepar'd. 
Their  malice  to  afluage. 

Nor  lefs  the  malice  of  thy  foes 
I  deem,  O  man  of  many  woes  ! 

And  much-enduring  mind ! 
Nor  lefs  fliall  be  thy  fame  :  I  fee 
Thy  refcu'd  country  fmile  on  thee. 

And  glory  gleam  behind. 

But  iliould  a  venal  fenatc  fear 

To  check  oppreiTion's  proud  career. 

Nor  vindicate  thy  wrong, 
Let. hope,  with  confcience  to  attend. 
Be  thy  infeparable  friend. 

And  fpeed  the  hours  along. 
Then  let  no  penfive  thought  be  thine, 
Nor  let  thy  patriot  heart  repine, 

But  be  thefe  things  thy  fport  ; 
For  know — that  time  fhali  fet  thee  free, 
Unthank'd,  relentlefs  m— — y, 

Unthank'd  a  thoughtlefs  coqrt. 

Oxford,  June  30,  1768. 
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The  ixjhoU  prefent  Difpute  in  Law  and  Politics » 

TO  contradict  Wilkes,  now  M replies, 
'Twixt  tenoiir  and  purport  no  difference  lies : 
They  both  in  one  meaning  appear  to  entwine. 
Like  tendrils  that  twifl  round  the  ilem  of  a 

vine, 
Tho*  the  one  fuits  your  purpofe,  the  other  fuits 
mine. 

To  M cries  Wilkes,  I  pray  you,  my  lord. 

Give  its  own  honefl:  meaning  to  each  proper  word  : 
Suppofe,  you  fliould  make  a  propofal  to  B — , 
To  bring  in  his  C —  (tho'  we  hope  he  can't  do't) 
The  purport  means  only,  his  kinfman  to  bring 
Thro'  Scotland  to  England,  and  here  make  him — : 
But  the  tenour  implies,  and  with  very  good  reafon, 
The  unmaking  another;  and  that's,  you  know, 
treafon.  , 

Tke  LION  in  the  TOILS.     J  political  Fahl,-. 

By   -^r.    K  E  N  R  I  C  K. 

Ex  ungue  leonem, 

CO  M  M  IT  T  E  D  by  the  hand  of  power 
To  clofe  confinement  in  the  Tower, 
Where  many  a  dangerous  beaft  we  know 
Is  lodg'd  for  royal  raree-fhow; 
A  lion,  in  a  leopard's  fkin, 
Jlis  fpots  without,  his  heart  within. 

D  4  Held 
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Held  forth  to  privilege  his  pav/, 
And  claim'd  proteclion  of  the  law. 

Alarm'd  !  the  forefl  flare  a-while  ! 
The  aiTes  bray  !  the  foxes  fmile  ! 
And  tygers  tam'd,  untry'd,  condemn 
Their  brother  brute  too  wild  for  them. 
The  fages  of  the  law  confult 
The  nature  of  his  crimes  occult, 
While,  wavering  'twixt  the  wrong  and  right. 
They  let  him  loofe,  and  hope  his  flight; 
'Till,  bafely  hurt  in  bloody  fray, 
To  diitant  lands  he's  lur'd  away. 

Let  juHice  bVing  him  now  to  fhame : 
The  abfent  ever  are  to  blame. 
Accus'd  he  ftands  of  horrid  crimes, 
Strange  to  thefe  loyal,  pious  times  ! 
Againft  his  king — a  bifliop  nods — 
Nay,  more,  he  fcratch'd  againfl  the  gods. 
Behold  the  impious  traitor's  claw. 
Known,  and  obnoxious  to  the  law. 

The  lion  heard,  and,  with  difdain. 
Returning  to  his  native  plain, 
Dem^ands  the  records  jufl:  and  true, 
The  fine  and  puniHiment  his  due. 
Appall'd  deluded  juflice  ftands, 
Her  balance  trembling  in  her  hands^ 
Nor  holds  uprais'd  th'  avenging  blade 
"Vyithout  the  rancorous  lynx's  aid. 

5  Again 
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Again  the  fnare  of  power  is  fpread, 
Inclofmg  his  devoted  head  ; 
Again  is  urg'd  the  fhame  and  fin 
Of  fpots  upon  a  leopard's  fldn  ; 
When  lo !  he  cafts  his  wanton  fpoils, 
And  proves  a  lion  in  the  toils. 

H  AR  RY   and  N  A  N. 
j^n  Elegy,  in  the  Blatiner  of  Tibvllus, 

I. 

CAN  Apollo  refift,  or  a  poet  refufe. 
When  Harry  and  Nancy  folicit  the  mufe  ; 
Aflatefman,  who  makes  the  whole  nation  his  care. 
And  a  nymph,  who  is  almoft  as  chafte  as  fhe's  fair. 

II. 
Dear  fpoufy  had  led  fuch  a  damnable  life. 
He  determin'd  to  keep  any  whore  but  his  wife  : 
So  Harry's  affairs,  like  thofe  of  the  flate. 
Have  been  pretty  well  handled  and  tickled  of  late. 

in. 

From  fourteen  to  forty  our  provident  Nan 
Had  devoted  her  life  to  the  fludy  of  man, 
And  thought  it  a  natural  change  of  her  ftatlon, 
From  riding  St.  George,  to  ride  over  a  nation. 

IV.       , 

Secret  fervice  had  wafted  the  national  wealth. 
But  now— 'tis  the  price  of  the  miniiler's  health : 

An 
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An  expence  which  the  treafury  well  may  afford  ; 
She  who  ferves  him  in  bed,  fhould  be  paid  at  the 
board. 

V. 

So  lucky  was  Harry,  that  nothing  could  mend 
His  choice  of  a  miflrefs,   but  that  of  a  friend ; 
A  friend  fo  obliging,  and  yet  fo  fincere, 
With  pleafure  in  one  eye,  in  t'other  a  tear. 

VI. 

My  friend  holds  the  candle — the  lovers  debate, 
And  among  them,  God  knows  how  they  fettle  the 

flate ; 
Was  there  ever  a  nation  fo  governed  before. 
By  a  jockey  and  gambler,— a  p — p  and  a  wh ? 

A    SONG. 

H I L  E  a  thoufand  fine  projects  are  plann'd 
evVy  day, 
^€)ld  England  to  white-wa(h,  and  make  her  look 

gay. 

The  exorbitant  price  of  provifions  forgot, 
And  ilarving,  I  fear,  is  the  poor  people's  lot. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

Tho'  the  markets  are  flor'd  with  good  mutton  and 

beef, 
To  the  tradefman  no  help,  to  the  poor  no  relief; 

.Sy  curs'd  foreftallers  the  rates  are  fo  high. 

That  none  but  a  Jew  or  a  Dutchman  can  buy. 

Whilft 
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Whilfl  the  ftreets  to  enlarge,  our  good  citizens 

fcheme, 
And  on  pulling  down  houfes  continually  dream  ; 
Thefe  clever  projeftors,  their  wlfdom  fo  great. 
Forget,  while  they  labour,  poor  wretches  muft  eat. 
V/hile  the  purfe-proud  diredlors,  with  riches  o'er- 

grown, 
Are  raifing  up  mountains  of  timber  and  ilone. 
The  poor  fcarce  a  bit  of  belly-timber  can  find, 
To  patch  up  their  bodies  and  keep  out  the  wind. 

While  our  eaflern   bafhaws  are  amafling  great 

treafure. 
And  making,  and  unmaking  nabobs  at  their  plea- 

fure; 
While  thefe  wealthy  engroflers  their  millions  tell 

p'er, 
The  want  of  a  dinner  ten  thoufand  deplore. 

As  the  right  of  their  conquefls  are  now  in  debate. 
By  the  money  obtain'd,  and  the  blood  of  the  Hate, 
If  the  nation  is  wrong'd,  and  no  recompence  made, 
Pemolifh  their  charter,  and  give  a  free  trade. 

While  the  epicure  alderman's  cramming  his  belly^ 
And  feafting  on  pheafants,  on  ven'fon,  and  jelly  \ 
While  turtles  and  turbots  his  tables  befpread, 
A  poor  f;imily  dines  on  a  morfel  of  bread. 
While  guttling  committees  and  companies  meet^ 
To  eat  apd  to  drink,  and  to  drink  and  to  eat ; 

FuU 
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Full  bellies  regard  not  the  poor  man's  diflrefs ; 
Then  what  hopes  of  relief  ?  And  what  means  of 
redrefs  ? 

Ye  lords  of  the  court,  and  great  dons  of  the  city, 
On  the  poor  people'swants  and  diftrefles  take  pity ; 
And  when  for  the  good  of  the  nation  you  treat, 
Contrive  that  the  poor  may  have  fomething  to  eat. 

The  Particulars  of  a  happy  Government- 

LEST   is    that  government  where  greedy 
knaves 

Are  ever  plotting  to  make  fubje6ls  jflaves ; 
Where  parliaments,  intended  to  controul 
Bad  miniflers,  themfelves  fill  up  the  roll ; 
Where  all  the  money  current  thro'  the  land 
Is  yearly  paid  into  the  treafurer's  hand  ; 
Where  lords  and  gentlemen  for  places  pray. 
As  flarving  paupers  do  for  parifli  pay  ; 
Where  politicks  in  dirty  jobs  confift. 
And  office-clerks  acquire  jufl  what  they  lifl ; 
Where  felf  all  public  duty  difannuls, 
And  wealth  denotes  bafe  hearts  and  bafer  {kulls ; 
,  Where  courts  of  law  relax  or  ftretch  their  power 
As  premier  means  to  pardon  or  devour ; 
Where  rapes,  fedu£lion,  all  unnotic'd  pafs. 
And  ev'ry  vicious  peer  may  feize  his  lafs ; 

Where 
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Where  murders  fleep  unpunifh'd,  'till  the  day 
Which  llatefmea's  works  of  darknefs  will  difplay ; 
Where  titles  are  beflow'd  to  create  tools, 
And  honeft  men  are  counted  downright  fools. 

On  the  D.  of  B 's  Arrival  in  Ireland.     1 768. 

I. 

QJOFTLY  fweet  in  Lydian  meafure, 
^  Let  the  flute  refound  our  pleafure  ; 
Stop  the  noife  of  rattling  drums  : 
For  the  6^r^a^  Peacemaker  comes. 

II. 

Let  no  din  of  frightful  war 
With  dread  alarms  his  fancy  fcare ; 
Nor  let  the  thund'ring  cannons  roar, 
To  fpeak  his  welcome  to  the  fhore. 

III. 

You  vile,  you  venal,  flavifli  band, 
In  ufelefs  pageantry  that  Hand, 
Begone  !  he  likes  not  your  parade  ; 
He  hates  a  martial  cavalcade. 

IV. 

But  let  the  gently  lulling  lute 
In  mildeft:  flrains  the  chief  falute : 
And  let  the  thrum  of  light  guittar 
With  grateful  trifiing  pleafe  his  ear. 

V.  Yc 
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V. 

Ye  matrons,  twine  the  olive  wreath, 
Whofe  valiant  friends  thro'  him  flill  breathe 
Ye  maids,  who  have  not  loft  a  fpoufe, 
Adorn  with  thijile  ev'ry  houfe, 

VI. 
Ye  ladies  fair,  ihew  your  regards, 
And  flrew  the  flreets  with  heaps  of  cards^ 
Be  Pam  with  glad  amazement  dumb  ; 
His  fervant  and  his  patron's  come. 

VEI. 

Ye  fons  of  Alma,  tune  your  lays, 
And  fmg  your  -worthy  fav'rite's  praifc^ 
Extol  the  heroes  of  his  name, 
Whofc  valour  won  immortal  fame. 

VIII. 
Chiefs,  who  the  fword  for  Freedom  drew, 
Alike  to  prince  and  people  true ; 
Nor  barter'd  ftiame  for  fordid  pelf; 
Nor  made  the  public  yield  to /elf » 

IX. 

Lafl  in  the  glorious  record  be 
The  Martyr  for  fweet  Liberty  ; 
Who  for  religion  nobly  bled, 
Aad  for  his  znrtue  loft  his  Head. 


X.    If! 
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X. 

In  thefe  bright  patterns  of  renown, 
Trace  worth  continual  handed  down  ; 
Then  fay,  what  virtue  of  a  man 
Adorns  this  worthy  ? — if  you  can. 

XI. 

Defcribc  his  dangers  on  the  main, 
Or  on  the  great  New -market  plain  ; 
His  wounds  of  honour  in  they^c^, 
Or  flripes  his  hack  got  at  a  race. 

XII. 
Difplay,  to  the  admiring  nations. 
His  wond'rous  fkill  in  negotiations ; 
Or,  what  more  near  engage  his  heart, 
The  tricks  of  xhejiock-j ebbing  art. 

XIII. 
The  lofTes  tell,  which  hanghty  Spain 
Sorely  lamented  once  in  vain  ; 
Soon  he  with  generous  eafe  reflor'd 
The  earnings  of  the  British yw^jri. 

XIV. 

Defcribe  the  fall  of  Gallic  pride. 
Her  arms  o'erthrown  on  ev'ry  fide ; 
And,  that  fo  high  her  crefl's  now  rais'd. 
Be  this  great  Duke  by  hirelings  prais'd. 

Ireland,  Sept,  6,  1768, 

ytSaiior's 
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A  Sailor  s  Dcfaiption  of  the  Mafqiierade  : 

j^s  played  before  the  King  of  Denmark  to  a  croiidcd, 
motley  audience  in  the  Hay-market. 

LITTLE  Moll,  faith,  and  I  from  Wapping 
came  up, 
To  fee  the  fine  (hew  and  the  folks  ; 
But  for  fear  of  miflakcs  we  thought  beft  for  to  fup ; 
For  thefe  courtiers  have  comical  jokes. 

When  firft  we  came  in,  I  was  'maz'd  to  behold. 
Night  at  once  was  all  chang'd  into  day : 

The  folks  feem'd  to  roll  like  a  vafl  fea  of  gold. 
And  the  gallVy  fluft'd  full  like  a  play. 

Little  Moll  dropp'd  a-flern,  being  afraid  to  make 
fail, 

'Till  I  at  her  helm  took  a  fpell ; 
When  whip  in  a  trice,  (he  fteer'd  up  within  hail 

Of  the  devil,  juft  landed  from  hell. 

Lord  blefs  me,  fays  flie,  Ben !  where  have  we  got  ? 

This  company's  too  good  for  lueJ 
Sure  at  home  he  was  cold,  and's  come  here  to  be 
hot. 

For  fuch  devils  I  never  did  fee  ! 

The  devil  !  ne'er  mind — heave  a-head,   my  dear 

And  I'll  fhew  you  the  King  of  the  cr€\y ; 

£acli 
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Each  duke,  ev'ry  duchefs—each  lady  and  earl. 
And  when  I  bump — do  you  courtTy  do  ! 

Like  a  tragedy  queen,  when  Moll  faw  the  king. 
Plump  on  her  bare  knees  Jhe  fell  down  : 

But,  by  Neptune,  I  foon  made  her  rife  with  a 
fpring, 
And  fwore  fhe  knew  nought  of  the  town. 

We  parted— and  I,  faith,  who  like  to  be  fmart^ 
Clapp'd  on  board  of  a  (hepherdefs  fweet. 

Who,  with  no  other  crook  than  her  eyes,  hook'd 
my  heart. 
As  faft  as  if  preft  in  the  Fleet. 

She  pull'd  me  about  (till  parch'd  was  my  mouth) 
At  the  rate  of  ten  knots  by  the  log  : 

But  I  foon  found  this  king  was  no  tar — but  a 
youth 
For  he  Burgundy  gave  us  as  grog. 

This  gay  little  fnepherdefs,  faith,  was  fo  fmart, 

She  tow'd  me  from  pillar  to  port. 
Some  call'd  me  a  lubber,  unfit  for  my  part, 

And  wreck'd  on  the  mafquerade  coafl. 

Mandarins  and  nabobs  were  as  plenty  as  rice^ 
Jews,  Negroes,  Banyans,  and  what  not; 

There  were  charadlers  purchas'd  at  every  price, 
Unlefs  the  raw,  bra,  letter'd  Scot, 

E  In 


(    50    ) 

Jn  this  ocean  of  pleafure,  egad,  there  were  tars. 
Who  ne'er  paft  the  Buoy  of  the  Nore  ; 

There  were  foldiers,  like  Hymen,  who  knew  not  of 
wars, 
And  domino  fools  by  the  fcore. 

There  were  pilgrims  and  quakers,  blacks,  witches, 
and  nuns, 

Minervas  without  fenfe  or  tongue, 
Who  falter'd  and  lifp'd  out  fome  feminine  puns : 

**  Do  you  know  me  ?" — was  all  faid  or  fung. 

Grave  conjurors  too,  who  ne'er  conjur'd  before. 

And  Harlequins  heavy  as  drofs ; 
Mild  Night  too,  who  long  fhonc  the  fun  of  this 
fnore. 

But  fet  in  the  fair  Mrs.  Rofs  *. 

Old  wives  were  at  once  to  dull  gen'rals  turn'd  ; 

And  Tancred  in  forrowful  flrain. 
Wept  Philip's    wrongs  —  and   then  inftantly 
butn'd. 

For  Diana  from  lewd  Drury-lane. 

There  was  fupper  they  faid — we  got  nothing  to 
eat; 
Here  a  fort,  there  a  town,  here  St,  Paul : 

♦  Behold  In  charafter  of  Nigi'ff 

All  clad  in  dark  array, 
Fanny  appears ! — -the  thought  how  right  !-»* 

Fanny  has  had  her  Day. 

6 
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Biit  all  cramm'd,  as  ^tjhort  allowance  of  meat. 

Gorging  garrifons,  gardens,  and  all. 
By  ftrange  kitchen  alchymy  every  difli 

Seem'd  tranfmuted  for  Epicure  Mammon  s 
There  was  fifliified  fleQi,  and  fleihified  iiOi  ; 

A  calf's  head  feem'd  a  fine  jole  of  falmon. 
When  I  thought  1  took  one  thing  another  I  got ; 

The  French  cook  fo  well  knew  his  trade, 
That  ev'ry  thing  look'd  like  what  it  was  not. 

And  th«  diQies  were  all  Masquerade. 
There  were  none  lofl:  their  wit,  there  were  fome 
loft  fome  fweat, 

In  fhort  'twas  all  Hebrew  to  me ; 
So  my  anchor  I  trip'd,  with  my  kind  little  Bet, 

And  paid  Moll  ivith  a  top-fail  at  fea. 

Parody  on  C  A  T  O,  Aft  II.  Scene  II. 
Vn  Occnfion  of  the  Middlefex  EleBion  in  December, 
1768,  when  the  Candidates  -Ly^/v  John  Glynn, 
Efq;  (who  was  elecled)  ^/zJ  5/rW;B.  Proftor. 

Enter  MURPHY. 
Murphy. 

WILLIAM  fends  health  to  John, 
John, 
Could  he  fend  it 
To  my  poor  flaughter'd  friends,   it  would  be 

welcom-e. 
Are  not  your  orders  to  infult  the  people  ? 

E  1  Murphy, 
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Murphy, 
My  bufinefs  is  with  you,  Sir  :  William  fees 
The  ftraits  to  which  he's  driven ;  but  as  he  knows 
Hibernian  flrength,  Is  anxious  for  your  life. 

John, 
My  life  is  grafted  on  the  public  weal  : 
Wou'd  he  fave  vie,  Sir,  bid  him  fpare  the  county  : 
Tell  your  employer  this,  and  tell  him,  John 
Difdains  a  life  which  he  has  power  to  offer. . 

Murphy. 
All  Britain's  miniflers  combine  for  William ; 
Her  much-lov'd  patriot's  to  a  prifon  doom'd. 
Who  late  at  Brentford vohh'di  him  of  his  triumph. 
Why  will  not  John,  then,  be  this  William's  friend  ? 

John. 
Thofe  very  reafons  thou  haft  urged,  forbid  it. 

Murphy. 
My  orders.  Sir,  are  to  expofrulate. 
And  reafon  with  you,  as  from  friend  to  friend  : 
Think  on  the  bludgeons  hov'ringo'er  your  head. 
And  threat'ning  every  hour  to  fall  upon  It  ;— 
Still  may  3'ou  ftand  high  in  the  county's  favour. 
Which  will  rejoice  and  call  it's  eyes  on  you, 
Againft  the  next  ele^ion 

John, 
Murphy,  no  more : 
My  foul  difdains'fo  bafe  a  compromife. 

5  Murphy, 
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Murphy, 
Wiinam  IS  well  acquainted  with  yowr  virtue?, 
And  therefore  fets  this  value  on  your  life : 
Let  him  but  have  the  honour  of  your  fri'endfliip. 
And  name  your  terms, 

John, 
Bid  him  difband  his  gangs,  then 
Reftore  the  county  to  it's  liberty. 
Submit  his  anions  to  the  public  cenfure. 
And  ftand  the  judgment  of  a  Britifh  S— e— 
Bid  him  do  this,  and  know  me  for  his  friend. 
Murphy. 
^  The  county,  Sir,  talks  loudly  of  your  wifdom— 

John, 
Nay  more  ;-^tho'  I  wou'd  never  be  employ'd 
To  clear  the  guilty,  and  to  varnim  crimes; 
Myfelf  will  mount  the  huflings  in  his  favour. 
And  flrive  to  gain  his  pardon  from  the  people. 

Murphy, 
A  flile  like  this  becomes  a  candidate. 
Who  knows 

John, 
'        A  itile  lik^  this  becomes  a  Briton, 

Murphy, 
What  is  a  Briton,  that  is  William's  foe  > 

John. 
Greater  than  miliam  ;-he's  a  fiiead  to  virtue. 
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Murphy, 
Confider,  Sir,  that  you're  at  Brentford  now. 
At  the  fnug  table  of  your  little  pried  : 
You  don't  now  thunder  down  at  IVeJiminJier, 
With  ev'ry  patriot  mouth  to  fecond  you. 

John, 
Let  him  confider  that  who  drove  us  hither ; 
His  mob  it  was  that  made  my  friends  difperfe, 
And  clear'd  the  huflings.— Alas  !  thy  dazzled  eyq 
Beholds  this  man  in  a  falfe  glaring  light, 
Which  ftars  and  titles  only  throw  upon  him  : 
Didll  thou  but  view  him  right,  thou'dft  fee  hina 

blapk 
With  twice  ten  thoufand  complicated  crimes, 
That  fir  ike  my  foul  with  horror  but  to  name  'em. 
I  know  thou  look'fl  on  me,  as  on  a  wretch 
Befet  with  ills,  and  covered  with  misfortunes ; 
But  by  the  gods  I  fwear,  all  England's  honours 
Should  never  bribe  me  to  be  like  that  William, 

Murphy. 
Do  you  then  fend  this  anfwer  back  to  V/ilUam^ 
For  all  his  gen'rous  cares,  and  profFer'd  friend- 

fliip  ? 

John, 
His  cares  for  me  are  infolent  and  vain : 
Prefumptuous  man  I  the  public  are  my  friends. 
Wou'd  William  fhew  the  greatnefs  of  his  foul. 

Bid 
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Bid  him  prote£l  the  widow  and  the  orphan. 
Made  wretched  by  the  curfed  rage  of  party  ; 
And  make  good  ufe  of  all  his  ruffian  gangs. 
By  flielt'ring  men  much  better  than  himfelf : 
So  (hall  the  poll  henceforward  fmoothly  run. 
And  honour  end  what  murder  has  begun. 

SCENE    III. 

FREEHOLDERS. 

O  John !  we  thank  thee. 

The  mighty  genius  of  old  Alhlori's  ifle 

Speaks  in  thy  voice, — thy  foul  breathes  liberty. 

The  Thane  will  ftirink  to  hear  the  words  thou 

utter'ft. 
And  purge  Bareges'  waters,  drank  in  vain. 

M. 

The  MIDDLESEX   ELECTION. 
A  Ballad  o/z  the  fame  Occajion. 
To  the  Tune  of  "  Chevy  Chace." 
OD  profper  long  our  noble  king, 


G 


And  eke  his  fubje£ls  too ; 
And  grant  fuch  deeds  as  now  I  fing 

We  never  more  may  rue. 
In  feventeen  hundred  fixty-eight, 
All  on  a  fumm«r's  day, 

E  4  Grim 
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Grim  death  did  on  our  member  wait. 

And  took  him  clean  away. 
O  then  a  writ  was  iflued  oiit^ 

To  chufe  a  member  in, 
And  foon  began  a  mighty  rout. 

For  ProHor  and  for  Glynn, 
When  as  the  day  advanced  nigh, 

Each  party  did  its  befl ; 
And  Horne  (who  fcorns  to  tell  a  lie) 

Turn'd  P r's  caufe  to  jefl. 

Some  worthy  wights,  the  Lord  knows  whq^ 

Of  hijh  flrength  afTur'd, 
Provided  many  a  gallant  crew. 

True  men,  Fll  pawn  my  word. 
Such  crowds  to  Brentford  town  did  hie. 

As  fiU'd  the  place  outright ; 
While  thoufands  knew  not  where  to  lie. 

And  fo— fat  up  all  night. 
At  length  the  fatal  morning  came, 

O  had  it  ne'er  arriv'd  I 
For  many  a  wight  crawl'd  home  quite  lame, 

Full  glad  that  he  furviv'd. 

Soon  as  the  rifing  fun  had  clear'd 

The  gloomy  (hades  of  night. 
All  on  the  huftings  they  appear'd— ^ 

O  'twas  a  glorious  iight  ! 

.     With 
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With  ribbon  and  with  Har  befpread, 

(Given  by  the  good  old  king) 
Sir  \V m  hung  his  languid  head. 

And  look'd — like  any  thin(^. 
The  ferjeant  held  his  head  upright. 

For  confcious  ftill  was  he. 
That  thofe  who  do  the  deed  that's  right. 

Have  real  caufe  for  glee. 

Mr.  O'M y  too  was  there, 

Hight  councellor  at  law — 
His  bus'nefs  was  to  flrut  and  flare. 

And  Jind  or  make  a  flaw. 

Count  Gambler  look'd  as  who  fliould  fay, 

"  I'll  bet  ye  £ix  to  one 
"  That  Beauchamp  Pro^or  gets  the  day,' 

— "  I  take  it,  damme." — **  Done." 
Whilft  buflling  ftill  from  place  to  place, 

Old  Brentford's  priefl  was  feen. 
Who  for  this  meal  faid  many  a  grace. 

And  fervent  pray'r,  I  ween. 
And  flill  to  heighten  all  they  could 

This  mighty  gallant  fliow, 
Clofe  by  the  huflings  numbers  Aood, 
.    Like — Soldiers  all  a-row. 
The  clock  told  two,  up  flew  the  hat, 

(A  fignal  for  each  wounder) 


And 
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And  foon  the  freeholders  hyjiat 
Js  ever  Jay  z  flounder. 

Then  eyes  and  fkulls,  and  arms  and  legs. 
Were  darkened,  fraftur'd,  broke  ; 

And  thofe  who  could  not  keep  their  pegs. 
Fell  down — to  mend  the  joke. 

And  many  a  ribbon  flew  abojt, 
"For  favours  then  were  common, 

j^nd  hundreds  of  the  rabble  rout 
Were  dizen'd  out  like  yeomen. 

What  they  did  more,  let  other  bards 

In  other  guife  declare  ; 
For,  trurh  to  fay,  they  play'd  their  cards. 

To  make  all  England  ftare. 

Now  God  preferve  our  noble  king. 
And  grant  henceforth,  for  aye. 

No  future  poet  e*er  may  fing 
The  deeds  of  fuch  a  day  I 


On  the  hivejiitiire  of  Cardinal  De  Bernis,  with  a 
Blue  Ribhon  at  Verfailles. 

THE  exaltation  of  de  Bernis,  who  was  natu- 
rally of  a  very  amorous  conftitution,  and 
feemed  to  have  no  other  recommendation  than  his 
perfon,  and  art  to  pleafe  the  fair  fex,  provoked  the 

nobility 
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mobility  and  gentry  beyond  all  moderation :  fo 
that  when  he  was  invefled  with  the  order  of  the 
Holy  Ghoft,  in  the  chapel  of  Verfailles,  there  was, 
during  the  ceremony,  a  fcroU  of  paper  thrown  out 
of  the  gallery  among  the  knights,  on  which  was 
wrote  a  French  parody,  on  the  hymn  called  Veni 
Creator,  and  is^thus  tranflated  : 

Thou  holy  fpirit,  power  divine. 
Do  thou  for  France's  glory  deign 

On  this  new  minifter  to  fhine. 
And  lighten  up  his  clouded  brain. 

Of  twelve  unlearn'd  thou  heretofore 

Didff  raife  up  miracles  to  thee ; 
Renew  thofe  miracles  once  more, 

By  giving  fenfe  to  poor  Bernis« 

His  bofom  with  thy  flames  pofTefs ; 

On  him  the  love  of  heaven  pour. 
That  he  may  kifs  the  ladies  lefs, 

And  leail  of  all La  Pompadour. 

Bernis  inverted  with  the  rank  of  a  minirter,  and 
decked  out  with  a  blue  ribbon,  could  not,  doubt- 
lefs,  but  appear,  more  agreeable  in  the  eyes  of  his 
prote6trefs ;  and  flie,  never  eafy,  day  and  night, 
out  of  his  company,  looked  upon  his  athletic  con- 
flitution,  and  confummate  knowledge  in  the  art  of 
love,  to  be  fuch  fuperior  talents,  as  made  him  ex- 
tremely capable  of  unravelling  the  moft  knotty, 

and 
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and  conducing  the  moll:  arduous  affairs  of  flate; 
imagining  with  great  reafon,  that  in  the  courfeof 
an  adminiilration,  which  fhe  alone  had  put  into 
his  hands,  he  would  certainly  take  no  ftep  with- 
out firil  confulting  her. 

EPIGRAM. 

OB  U  T  E  !  if,  inflead  of  contempt,  and  of 
odium, 
You'd  wi(h  to  obtain  univerfal  elogium, 
From  your  bread:  to  your  gullet  transfer  the  blue 

filing, 
Our  hearts  are  all  your's  at  the  very  firfl  fwing. 

The  following  curious  Paper  was  piiblijhedin  one  of 
the  Public  Prints  in  March,  1763,  and  is  fitp- 
pofed  to  be  wrote  by  an  Alderrnan  of  London. 

To   the   EDITOR. 
Creta  an  carbone  notandi  HoR. 

'  I  ""HE  following  columns  contain  nothing 
-*-  more  than  two  feparate  lifts  of  the  cele- 
brated perfonages,  who  have  at  any  time  been 
honoured  with  abufe  by  the  Auditor  or  North- 
Briton,  Thefe  lifls,  I  know,  muft  neceflarily  be 
iraperfea:,  becaufe  they  are  taken  down  merely 
upon  memory;  and  becaufe  fuch  keen  fatlrifts 
cannot  fo  grofly  have  mifpeat  their  time,  as  to 

have 
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have  klhed  fo  few  people;  yet  I  have  been  the 
lefs  curious  to  render  thefe  lifts  compleat,  becaufe 
I   know  that   the  writers   in  qucftlon  are  fuch 
flirnng  fpirits,  that  they  will  each  be  continually 
fwelling  their  feveral  catalogues,  for  which  rea- 
fon  I  have  contented  myfelf  with  leaving  certain 
vacant  fpaces,  for  the  infertion  of  fuch  names  al- 
ready diftinguifhed  as  I  muft  without  doubt  have 
omitted,  or   to  be  filled  up,  as  time  (hall  ferve 
Md  the  Auditor  or  North-Briton  fhall  hereafter 
pleafe  to  direft. 

Let  us,  however,  dojuftice  to  the  candour,  as 
well  as  acrimony,  of  our  political  writers.     They 
deal  m   panegyrick,  as   well  as   fulre.     If  they 
throw  dirt  with  the  fcavenger's  fhovel,  they  alfo 
lay  on  praife  with  a  trowel.     Every  modern  con- 
troverfial  writer  in  politicks  fits  down  with  enco- 
mium  on  the  right  and  obloquy  on  the  left,  like 
Jupiter  between  the  tubs  of  good  and  evU;  or  to 
lower  my  fi„iie.  like  brother  Pamphlet  in  'the 
^PMjterer,  with   white- wa(h  in  one    hand  and 
black-ball  m  the  other.     All  their  charafters,  or 
rather   caricatures,    may   be  confidered   as    the 
roi^gh  draughts   of  the   mailers  in   the  modern 
Ichoolofcrjiyons,  who  fometimes  draw  in  chalk 
but  moft  commonly  in  charcoal.     It  was  my  firft 
intention  to  have  given  both  the  chalk  and  char- 
coal  portraits  of  each   of  the  great  mafters  in 

queftion  j 
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queflion  ;  but  I  foon  reflected  that  I  might  fare 
that  trouble  by  defiring  your  readers  to  take  it 
for  a  general  rule,  that  fuch  as  are  blackened  in 
the  North  Briton,  are,  by  afl  of  grace,  ivhite- 
'wnJJjed  in  the  Auditor,  and  fo  vice  verfa.  Every 
great  charafter,  like  a  pofl  or  a  wainfcot,  is 
deflined  to  be  painted  in  different  colours,  atleaft 
twice  over;  and  in  this  various  light  we  may  at 
pleafure  coniider  the  two  following  columns 
either  as  the  two  principal  pillars  of  the  temple 
of  flander,  or  the  tw^o  tables  in  the  temple  of 
fame.  As  we  are  now  however  in  the  very 
middle  of  Lent,  I  would  have  the  noble  lords  and 
gentlemen,  whofe  names  appear  in  thefe  lifts,  to 
regard  the  perufal  of  them  as  an  aft  of  humilia- 
tion and  mortification  ;  I  advife  them  to  remember 
that  they  have  been  told  their  own  by  the  great  wri- 
ters under  whofe  awful  names  they  are  here  ar- 
ranged. 

It  muft  be  premlfed,  as  our  fixed  opini- 
on, that  the  Auditor  is  by  far  the  mofl  rc- 
fpedlable  charafler,  and  the  moft  polite  writer  of 
the  two.  The  North  Briton  founded  the  nether 
trump  of  fame  at  the  very  firfl  onfet,  and  furi- 
ouHy  charged  the  Scots  and  the  miniftry  at  once. 
The  Auditor  fet  out  with  profeiTions  of  modera- 
tion and  impartiality.  He  did  not  feek  for  defa*  ,j 
jnation,   but  zY  lay  in  his  ivay^  and  he  found  it.  .. 

Ke 
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He  has  indeed  beea  as  fcurrilons  as  his  neigh- 
bours, yet  has  he  had  the  grace  to  inveigh  againfl 
fcurrility ;  which  fhews  that  he  hath  the  milk  of 
human    kindnefs    in  his  nature,    though  perhaps 
that  milk  may,  by  too  long  keeping,  have  turned 
four  in  his  breaft      Mark  his  candid  declarations 
in  his  firfl  number  !  "  The  malevolent  are  not  to 
*'  expe^:  to  be  gratified  with /^;7^^/-,  the  illiberal 
**  with  fcurrility,  or  the  inconfiderate  with  bvf 
*'  foonery.    Ingredients  like  thefe  can  have  no  ad- 
**  miiTioninto  a  paper,  which  is  undertaken  upon 
*'  principles  laudable  in  themfdves  ;  which  is  in- 
**  tended  to  reconcile  the  minds  of  men  to  their 
**  own  good,  and   to  one  another;  to  refute  or 
"  laugh  out  of  countenance  all  party  dIIiin6tions ; 
**  to  extingui/h    national  prejudices,  and  to  re- 
"  commend   that  fpirit  of  concord,  which  alone 
*'  can  make  us  a  fuccefsful  and  preferve  us  an 
**  happy  people.     In  fhort  it  is  intended  in  the 
"  condud  of  this  plan,  to  try  whether  it  is  not 
"  t^fihle  to  talk  politics,  with  temper;  to  deli- 
"■  neaet  charaflers  with  decency,  to  treat  of  fac- 
tions   with  good  humour  ;    and    to   love   our 
*'  country,   without   hating   individuals."     Here 
are  mild  words ;  and  yet  in  the  fecond  number 
he  ferves  up  no  lefs  than  fix  or  feven  individuals, 
fome     of    them     no    inconfiderable    perfonages 
neither ;  and  yet  even   this  trifling  inconfiftency 

may 
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may  be  accounted  for,  if  we  recolledl  that  the  au- 
ditor himfelf  begins  his  ninth  number  with  this 
refleflion  :  "  It  is  a  curfe  entailed  upon  the  re- 
*'  tainers  to  defpairing  fa<5lion,  that  they  are  not 
**  only  miferable  men  and  ivretched  writers,  but 
"  they  muft  be  lyars  into  the  bargain  ;  they 
**  mM^  forge  crimes  to  affright  the  people,  they 
"  muft  fcatter  abroad  the  words  of  prevarication, 
«  &c." 


AUDITOR. 

Duke  of  Cumberland 
Duke  of  Newcaftle 
Duke  of  Devonfhire 


NORTH-BRITON, 
P.  D.  ofW. 
Duke  of  Bedford 


Earl  Temple 


Lord  Barrington 


Earl  of  Bute 
Earl  of  Loudon 
Earl  of  Litchfield 
Earl  of  Talbot 
Earl  of  Talbot's  Horfi 
Lord  Mansfield 
Lord  Eglington 


Rt.  Hon.  Mr.  Pitt  Rt.  Hon.  Mr.  Fox 

Rt.  Hon.  Mr.  Legge  Rt.Hon.Mr.G.Grenvillc 

Lord  Mayor  of  London  Rt.  Hon.  Mr.  Rigby 

Sir  James  Hodges, Knt.  Hon.  Horace  Walpolc 

Town  Clerk  of  the  City 

of  London 

AUDITOR. 
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AUDITOR.  NORTH-BRI  TON. 

The  King  of  Pruflia  Sir  John  Philips,  Bart. 

Author  of  the  Addrefs  Sir  Francis  Da(hwood, 

to  the  Cocoa -Tree  Bart. 


Thomas  Nuthall,  Attor- 
ney 

Mr.  Beard  more,  ditto 

Charles  Churchill 

Charles  Say 

Charles  Macklin,  alias 
Mac-lochlin 

John  Wilkes 
David  Garrick 


Samuel  Touchet 

Samuel  Martin 
Samuel  Johnfon 
John  Home 
David  Mallet,  alias 
Malloch 

Hrtljuc  ^ucplj? 

Dr.  Burton 
William  Hogarth 


The   Toad   Mafter 

Guildford 
Col.  Lamb, 

Fiflimonger 
Capt.  Lamb, 

Au6lionecr 
Mr.  Hoyle 
Mr.  Pond 
Mr.  Arthur 
Counfellor  Jones 


at     The  Poet-Laureat 


Officers 
in  the 
Militia, 


AUDITOR. 
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AUDITOR.  NORTH-BRITON. 

The  Monitor  The  Briton 

The  Whigs  The  Tories 

The  Minority  The  Majority 

Againft 
War  Peace 

The  above  lifts  not  only  fhew,  who  have  been 
the  butts  of  fatire  to  each  writer,  but  may  alfo, 
with  due  attention  to  the  turnings  and  windings 
in  the  court  calendar,  ferve  as  unerring  guide- 
polls  to  point  out  fuch  as  feem  to  be  in  the  high 
road  to  abufe  from  either  paper.  Being  made  ac- 
quainted with  the  colour  of  the  heroes  of  both 
parties,  we  know  that  if  a  great  officer  of  the 
court  fhould  be  turned  out,  or,  to  ufe  the  more 
courtly  phrafe,  re/ign,  the  Auditor  will  imme- 
diately tear  out  the  white  leaf  wherein  he  fo 
lately  fang  his  praifes,  and,  like  another  Pea- 
churriy  fet  his  name-  down  in  his  black  booky  and 
call  on  him  to  exercife  the  full  powers  of  the 
chriftian  virtue  of  refigiiation.  We  know  too, 
that  if  a  noble  member  of  one  houfe  fliould  call 
forth  an  able  commoner  to  lead  the  bufmefs  of 
the  other,  the  North  Briton  will  immediately 
open  his  deep  mouth  on  that  leader,  and  maul  a 
manager   with   as  great  alacrity  as    Mr.   Fitz^ 

fat  rick. 
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Patrick,      But  as  rules   and  precepts  are  never 
clearly  enforced,  unlefs  illuflrated  by  example,  I 
will  fubmit  a  fmall  f,eep  into  futurity  to  your  rea 
ders ;  and  as  I  have,  in  fome  places  above,  rather 
made  extraordinary  diflinaions  in  favour  of  the 
Auditor,  I  fhall  here  pay  my  particular  compli- 
ments to  the  North  Briton.     We  have  already 
feen  whom  that  writer  has  abufed  (craving  his  par- 
don for  the  grofsnefs  of  the  expre/Tion) ;  and  the 
Auditor's  lift  of  fcandal  (craving  his  pardon  alfo) 
is  a  pretty  exaft  catalogue  of  thofe  whom  the 
North  Briton  has  prai/ed.     I  fhall  now  therefore, 
take  upon  me  to  predift,  with  as  much  fagacity  as 
Partridge  or  even  BickerilafF,  whom  he  will 
Praife,  whom  he  -will  abufe,  and  whom  he  may 
pojjibly   praife  or  abufe  :    and  for  the  fulfilling 
thefe  mypredidions  I  refer  to  time,  or  even  ap- 
peal to  ihtfecond fight  of  the  North  Briton  him- 
felf.     Some  that  are  turned  out,  I  know  he  will 
take  every  opportunity  io praife,  and  that  clafs  I 
fhall  diflinguifh  by  Chalk ;  fome  that  are  put  in,  I 
Jcnow  he  cannot  refifl  the  temptation  of  abufing, 
and  that  clafs  I  fhall  diilinguifh  by  CHARCOAL. 
But  there  are  another  clafs,  of  a  dubious,  inde- 
terminate  twilight  charafter,  whofe  conduft  will 
not^  fuffer  us  to  fpeak  precifely  of  the  colour  of 
their  intentions ;  a  kind  of  heterogeneous  or  amphi- 
bious animals,  hermaphrodites  or  otters  in  poll- 

F  2  ticks, 
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ticks,  neither  ifi  nor  out,  pro  or  con,  court  nor 
country,  ivhig  nor  iory,  Scot  nor  Englijh;  who 
are,  like  Sir  Anthony  Branville,  i/z  ajiate  ofjluc 
iuation,  and  hang  like  Mahomet's  coffin,  in  fuf- 
pence ;  who  feem  ready  to  veer  and  turn,  like 
approved  weather-cocks,  with  every  guft  of  poli- 
tics ;  who  ftand,  between  ay  and  no,  like  the  afs 
of  the  fchoolmen  between  two  bundles  of  hay ; 
or,  like  prince  Volfcius  in  love, — hip  hop,  hip  hop, 
one  boot  on,  the  other  boot  off,     Thefe  ftatef- 
men  of  the  neuter  gender  we  can  place  in  neither 
lift,  and  yet  they  feem  to  bid  fair  for  a  place  in 
both.     Where  then  can  we  flation  thefe  lovers  of 
the  golden  mean,  but  in  the  middle  ?  In  the  mid- 
dle, therefore,  upon  ftilts  between  both,  one  foot 
on  one  lill,  the  other  foot  on  the  other  lift,  I  have 
placed  one  right  honourable  gentleman,  as  the 
grand  archetype  of  political  fcepticifm.     Far  be 
it  from  me  to  arraign  fuch  commendable  prudence 
and  moderation  !  But  as  the  North  Briton  is  not 
fuch  an  admirer  of  impartiality,  I  have  reafon  to 
think,  that  he  will  not  long  permit  this  gentleman 
to  remain  in  a  ftate  of  indifferency ;  he  will  not 
be  contented  tofay  of  him  albus  an  ater  hom9 
fit,  nefcio ;  but  having  once  brought  himfelf  to 
imagine,  that  he  has  difcovered  the  gentleman's 
bias,  he  will  foon  be  induced  to  favour  us  with 

a  portrait 
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.^  portrait  of  fo  diftinguiflied  a  perfonage  cither  ia 
chalk  or  iu  charcoal. 

A  Peep  into  FUTURITY. 

From  the  North-Briton. 

CHALK.  CHARCOAL. 

The  Right  Hon.  Charles  Townftiend. 


Duke  of  Grafton  Ld  Mayor  of  Loadoa 

Duke  of  Portland  Earl  of  Powis 

Thomas  Prowfe,  Efq;      Lord  Grofvenor 
Edward  Popham,  Ef(^;     Lord  Strange 

Sir  Arm.  Wodeboiife 
Sir  Cha.  Mordaunt 
Welbore  Ellis 
James  Ofwald 
Bamber  Gafcoyn^ 
Paul  Whitehead, 


Written- 
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Written  Extempore  by  ayaung  Gentleman ^  from  a, 
Morning  View  on  a  Mountain  in  the  South  of 
Wales,  a  few  Weeks  fmce. 

I. 

HOW  awful  the  morning  breaks  over  yoa 
hill. 
Not  a  whifper  is  heard  on  the  plain, 
Save  the  murmuring  fweetnefs  of  yonder  clear  rill, 
By  the  mountains  re-ecchoed  again. 

II. 

Sec  Phoebus,  how  rofy  he  opens  the  day  ; 

See  his  beams  how  they  fport  in  the  ftream  ; 
Obferve  how  contented  that  hind  takes  his  way, 

And  tackles  his  beads  to  the  team. 

III. 

From  his  flraw- cover 'd  cot,  juft  rofe  for  the  day. 
See  contentment  and  health  in  his  face ; 

The  fmiles  of  thofe  bantlings  his  labours  repay, 
The  efF^(Sls  of  a  wholefome  embrace. 

IV. 

What  a  crowd  of  fweet  pratlers !  how  healthy 
they  look  ! 

Yet  their  tann'd  little  buffs  are  all  feen; 
Obferve  how  they  wantonly  paddle  in  the  brook, 

And  race  till  they  dry  on  the  green. 

V, 
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V. 

Had  I  on  the  fide  of  yon  mountain  a  cot. 
With  a  moderate  competence  bleft, 

rd  take  a  good  wife,  thank  Heaven  for  my  lot. 
And  confider  the  world  as  a  jeft. 

The  following  is  afi  explanatory  Note  of  a  Pajfage 
in  Mr.  Churchill's  Candidate,  never  before 
printed^  where  hefpeaks  (s/'Medmenham- Abbey. 

"  Whilft  womanhood,  in  habit  of  a  nun, 

"  AtMedmenhamlies,by^jc^'u;^rimonks  undone, 
'*  A  nation's  reckoning,  like  an  alehoufe  fcore, 
**  Whilfl  Paul  the  aged  chalks  behind  the  door, 
**  Compell'd  to  hire  a  foe  to  caft  it  up, 

"  D —  {hall  pour,  from  a  communion  cup, 

"  Libations  to  the  goddefs  without  eyes, 
**  And  hob  or  nob  in  cyder  or  excife." 

MEdmenham,  or  as  it  is  pronounced  Med nam- 
Abbey,  is  a  very  large  houfe  on  the  banks  of 
the  Thames,  near  Marlow  in  Buckinghamfliire.  It 
was  formerly  a  convent  of  Ciflertian  monks.  The 
iituatlon  is  remarkably  fine.  Beautiful  hanging 
woods,  foft  meadows,  a  chryAal  ftream,  and  a 
grove  of  venerable  old  elms  near  the  houfe,  with 
the  retirednefs  of  the  manfion  itfelf,  made  it  as 
fweet  a  retreat,  as  the  mofl  poetical  imagination 

F  4  could 
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could  create.     Sir  F D ,    Sir  T s 

S ,  P— /  W d,    Mr.   Wilkes,    and 

other  gentlemen  to  the  number  of  twelve,  rented 
the  abbey,  and  often  retired  there  in  the  futnmer. 
Among  other  amufements,  they  had  fometimes  a 
mock  celebration  of  the  more  ridiculous  rites  of 
the  foreign  religious  orders  among  the  Roman 
Catholics ;  of  the  Francifcans  in  particular,  for 
the  gentlemen  had  taken  that  title  from  the  foun- 
der, Sir  F D .     Paidy  the  aged,  was 

fecretary  and  flev/ard  to  the  order.  Mr.  Wilkes 
Iiad  not  been  at  the  abbey  for  many  months  be- 
fore  the  publication   of  this  poem  in  1764, 

No  prophane  eye  has  dared  to  penetrate  into 
the  Engliih  Eleufinian  myfteries  of  the  Chapter- 
Jioom^  where  the  monks  afTembled  on  all  fo- 
lemn  occaiions,  the  more  fecret  rites  were  per- 
formed, and  libations  poured  forth  in  much  pomp 
to  the  Bona  Dea.  I  fhall  only  venture  to  relate 
what  many  mortal  eyes  have  feen,  ^xiAfit  mihifas 
dudlta  loqtii. 

Over  the  grand  entrance  was  the  famous  in- 
fcription  on  Rabelais's  Abbey  of  Theleme,  Fay 
ee  que  voiidras*  At  the  end  of  the  pafTage  over 
the  door  was,  Audef  hofpeSy  contenmere  opes.  At 
one  end  of  the  refectory  was,  Harpocrates,  the 
Egyptian  god  of  filence,    at  the  other,  the  god* 

defs 
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defs  Angerona,  that  the  fame  duty  might  be  en- 
joined to  both  fexes. 

The  garden,  the  grove,  the  orchard,  the  nejg&^ 
bouring  woods,  all  fpoke  the  loves  and  frailties  of 
the  younger  monks,  who  feemed  at  lead  to  have 
Jtnned  nahirally.  You  faw  in  one  place — Ici 
pdma  de  joie  des  mortels  le  f>lus  heureux.  —  In  an- 
other very  imperfeclly — Mourut  un  amant  fur  h 
fein  de  fa  dame, — In  a  third — En  cet  etidroit  mille 
baifers  de  flamme  furent  donnes,  6"  mille  aiitres 
rendus.     Againft  a  fine  old  oak  was 

Bic  fatyrum  ndias  viBorem  vidlafubegif. 

At  the  entrance  of  a  cave  was  the  Venus,  ftoop- 
ing  to  pull  a  thorn  out  of  her  foot.  The  flatuc 
turned  from  you,  and  juft  over  the  i-djo  nether 
hills  of  flow,  were  thefe  lines  of  Virgil, 

Hie  locus  efly  partes  iihife  viafindit  in  amhas  : 
Hac  iter  Elyzium  nobis  :  at  lava  mahrum 
Exercet  pcenas,  et  ad  impia  Tartara  mittit. 

On  the  infide  of  the  cave  over  a  mofly  couch,  was 

the  following  exhortation. 

Jte,  agite,  0  juvenes  ;  pariter  fudate  medullis 
Cmnibus  inter  vos  ;  non  murmura  veftra  colvmhar, 
Brachia  non  hedera,  non  vincant  ofcula  conchat 

The  favourite  doftrine  of  the  abbey  is  certainly 
not  penitence ;   for  in  the  center  of  the  orchard 
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Was  a  grotefque  figure,  and  in  his  hand  a  reed 
ST oo-D  faming y  tipt  uuithjire,  to  ufe  Milton's  ex- 
preffioD,  and  you  might  trace  out 

Peni tento 

71071 

Penitent  I. 

On  the  pedefl-al  was  a  whimfical  reprefentation  of 
Trophonius's  cave,  from  whence  all  creatures 
were  faid  to  come  out  melancholy.  Among  that 
flrange,  difmal  group,  you  might  however  re- 
mai-k  a  cock  crowing  and  a  Carmelite  laughing. 
The  words  Galium  gallinaceum  et  facer  dot  em  gra- 
tis were  only  legible  *. 

;  Near  the  abbey  was  a  fmall,  neat  temple,' 
ere6led  to  Cloacine,  with  the  infcription,  This 
chapel  of  eafe  was  founded  in  the  year  1 7  60,  Fa- 
cing the  entrance  in  the  infide, 

Mqu}  pauperihiis  prodefi^  locupletihus  aqiic, 
Mqiic  negleSlum  pueris  fenibufque  iiocebit. 

The  curious  and  entertaining  defcription  of  Weft 
Wycombe  church,  publifhed  in  the  firfl  part  of 
the  New  Foundling  Hofpital  for  Wit,  page  42, 
will  enable  the  reader  to  give  a  fhrewd  guefs  at 
the  goddefs  without   eyes,  to  whom  Sir  F 

*  Omne  animal  pcft  coitiim  trifle  eft,  prseter  gallum  gallina- 
ceum, et  facerdutem  gratis'fornicantem.  > 

D 


(    75    ) 

D not  only  poured  libations  from  a  com- 
munion-cup, but  adlually  built  a  temple  in  his 
gardens  at  Weft  Wycombe. , 

The  Jive  following  Pieees  are /aid  to  be  written  by 
Mr.  W— s. 

The  TEMPLE  of  the  MUSES. 

To  the  Count efs  Temple. 

THE  mufes  and  graces    to  Phoebus  com- 
plain'd  ; 
**  That  no  more  on  the  earth  a  Sappho  remain'd, 
**  That  their  empire  of  vn'ix.  was  now  at  an  end, 
"  And  on  beauty  alone  the  fex  muft  depend ; 
"  To  the  men  he  had  giv'n  all  his  fancy  and  fire; 
**  Art  of  healing  to  Armftrong,   as  well  as  his 

"  lyre." 
When  Apollo  reply'd  ;  "  To  make  you  amends, 
"  In  one  fair  you  fhall  fee  wit  and  virtue  good 

**  friends; 
"  The  Grecian's  high  fpirit  and  fweetnefs  I'll  join 
"  With  a  true  Roman  virtue,  to  make  it  divine : 
"  Your  pride  and  my  boaft,  thus  form'd  would 

"  you  know, 
♦*  You  muft  vifit  the  earthly  elyzium  of  Stow." 


n 


w 
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7b  a  Lady,  who  Jung  in  too  low  a  Voice, 
HEN  beauteous  Laura's  gentle  voice 


Divides  the  yielding  air, 
Fix'd  on  her  lips,  the  fault'ring  founds 
Excefs  of  joy  declare. 

There  ling'ring  round  the  rofy  gate^ 

They  view  their  fragrant  cell, 
Unwilling  to  depart  that  mouth, 

Where  all  the  graces  dwell. 

Some  tuneful  accents  ftrjke  the  fenfc 

With  foft  imperfe<51:  found, 
While  thoufand  others  die  within. 

In  their  own  honey  drown'd. 

Yet  thro*  this  cloud,  diflinft  and  clear, 

Sweet  fenfe  dire{fi:s  its  dart ; 
And  while  it  feems  to  fhun  the  ear, 

Strikes  full  upon  the  heart. 

To  LAURA  on  New  Year's  Day. 

T>  EVOLVING  years  add,  Laura,  to  your 
^^  charms, 

And  bolder  throbs  my  pulfe  to  love's  alarms ; 
Yet  (hall  thofe  heavenly  charms  at  laft  decay. 
And  this  my  fprightly  pulfe  forget  to  play : 
Then  wifely  let  me  all  my  hours  employ ; 
Too  fwift  they  fly,  but  be  they  wing'd  with  joy. 
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May  wit  and  beauty  their  blefl:  pow'rs  unite, 
Wit  rule  the  day,  and  beauty  rule  the  night; 
The  pleafing  chace  may  I  thro'  life  purfue, 
All  day  with  Daphnisy  and  all  night  with  you. 

To  Mifs  W on  her  Birth-Day ,  Augufl  i6,  1767. 

IVrote  in  France. 

AG  AI N  I  tune  the  vocal  lay 
On  dear  Maria*s  natal  day  ; 
This  happy  day  I'll  not  deplore 
My  exile  from  my  native  fhore  ; 
No  tear  of  mine  to-day  fhall  flow 
For  injured  England's  cruel  woe; 
For  impious  wounds  to  freedom  given. 
The  firfl  moft  flicred  gift  of  heaven. 
The  mufe  with  joy  (hall  prune  her  wlag^ 
Maria's  ripen'd  graces  fing, 
And  at  feventeen,  with  truth  fhall  own^ 
The  bud  of  beauty's  fairly  blown  : 
Softnefs  and  fweeteft  innocence 
Here  fhed  their  gentle  influence; 
Fair  modefl:y  comes  in  their  traia 
To  grace  her  fifler  virtue's  reign ; 
Then  to  give  fpirit,  tafle,  and  eafe. 
The  fov'reign  art,  the  art  to  pleafe. 
Good  humour'd  wit,  and  fancy  gay, 
To-morrow  chearful  as  to-day. 

The 
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The  fun-fhlne  of  a  mind  ferene. 
Where  all  is  peace  within,  are  feen. 
What  can  the  grateful  mufe  aflc  more  ? 
The  gods  have  lavifh'd  all  their  flore, 
Maria  fhines  their  darling  care. 
Still  keep  her  heaven  from  every  fnare  ; 
May  ftill  unfpotted  be  her  fame, 
May  fhe  remain  thro'  life  the  fame, 
Unchang'd  in  all — except  in  name. 


I 


To  Mifs  W on  her  Birth-Bay.     Augull  i6, 

1768.     Wrote  in  Prifon . 


I 


HO  W  {hall  the  mufe  in  prifon  fing 
How  prune  her  drooping  ruffl'd  wing ! 
Maria  is  the  potent  fpell 
Ev'n  in  thefe  walls  all  grief  to  quell, 
To  chear  the  heart,  rapture  infpire, 
And  wake  to  notes  of  joy  the  lyre. 
The  tribute  verfe  again  to  pay, 
On  this  aufpicious  feftive  day. 
When  doom'd  to  quit  the  patriot  balid, 
And  exil'd  from  my  native  land, 
Maria  was  my  fure  relief. 
Her  prefence  bani(h'd  every  grief ; 
Pleafure  came  fmiiing  in  her  train. 
And  chas'd  the  family  of  pain. 

Let 
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Let  lovers  every  charm  admire. 
The  eafy  fhape,  the  heav'nly  fire 
That  from  thofe  modeft-beamiog  eyes. 
The  captive  heart  at  once  furprize; 
A  father's  is  another  part, 
I  praife  the  virtues  of  the  heart ; 
And  wit  fo  elegant  and  free, 
Attemper 'd  fweet  with  modefly  ; 
Yet  may  kind  heaven  a  lover  fend. 
Of  fenfe,  of  honour,  and  a  friend  ; 
Thofe  virtues  always  to  protefl-, 
Thofe  beauties — never  to  negle^l. 

A    Co^y     9^^    V  E  R  S  E  S. 

By  the  Right  Honourable  the  Earl  c/" Carlisle, 
on  his  Schoolfellows  at  Eton. 

T  N  youth,  'tis  faid,  you  eafily  may  fcan, 

Strong  ftamp'd,  the  outlines  of  the  future  man; 
This  maxim  true,  how  bright  will  St.  John  fliine, 
Form'd  by  the  hand  of  all  the  tuneful  Nine  \ 
If  not  to  carelefs  indolence  a  prey. 
How  will  whole  nations  liflen  to  his  lay  ! 

Say,  will  Fitzwilliams  ever  want  a  heart 
Cheerful,  his  ready  bleilings  to  impart  ? 
Will  not  another's  woe  his  bofoni  fnare. 
The  widow's  forrow,  and  the  orphan's  prayer  ? 
5  Who 
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Who  aids  the  old,  who  foothes  the  mother's  cry. 
Who  wipes  the  tear  from  off  the  virgin's  eye  ? 
Who  feeds  the  hungry  ?  who  afTifts  the  lame  ? 
All,  all,  re-echo  with  Fitzwilliam's  name. 
Thou  know'fl  I  hate  to  flatter,  yet  in  thee. 
No  fault,  my  friend,  no  fingle  fpeck  I  fee. 

Nor,  if  alike  my  former  maxims  true. 
Shall  e'er  ill  nature  tinge  thy  heart,  Buccleugh  ; 
Shall  deep  remorfe  thy  honefl  bofom  tear, 
Difdainful  anger,  or  corroding  care ; 
Shall  e'er  ambition  diflipate  that  fmile, 
Diflurb  that  heart,  fo  free  from  every  guile  : 
Sooner  to  Bute  fliall  Temple  bend  his  knee, 
And  *  or  **  pious  chriflians  be. 

How  will  my  Fox,  alone,  thy  flrength  of  parts. 
Shake  the  loud  fenate,  animate  the  hearts 
Of  fearful  flatefmen  ?  while  around  you  fland 
Both  peers  and  commons  liftening  your  command ; 
While  TuUy's  fenfe  its  weight  to  you  affords. 
His  nervous  fweetnefs  fhall  adorn  your  words : 
What  praife  to  Pitt,  to  Townfliend  e'er  was  due, 
Ip  future  times,  my  Fox,  (hall  wait  on  you. 

Mild  as  the  dew  that  whitens  yonder  plain, 
Legge  fhines  fereneft  'midfl  your  youthful  train  ; 
Hq  whom  the  fearch  of  Fame  with  rapture  moves, 
Difdains  the  pedant,"tho'  the  mufe  he  loves ; 
By  nature  form'd  with  modefty  to  pleafe. 
And  joiQ'd  with  wifdom  unaffected  cafe. 

Will 
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Will  e'er  Ophaly,  confcioufly  unjuft, 
Revoke  his  promife,  or  betray  his  truft  ? 
What  tho'  perhaps  with  warmer  zeal  he'd  hear 
The  ecchoing  horn,  the  fportman's  hearty  cheer, 
Than  god-like  Homer's  elevated  fong  ; 
Loud  as  the  torrent,  as  the  billows  flrorig, 
Caft  o'er  this  fault  a  friendly  veil,  youll  find 
A  friendly,  fecial,  and  ingenuous  mind. 

Witnefs,  ye  Naiads,  and  ye  guardian  powers. 
Who  fit  fublime  on  Henry's  lofty  towers ; 
Witnefs  if  e'er  I  faw  thy  open  brow, 
Sunk  indefpair,  or  fadden'd  into  woe. 

Well  natur'd  Stavordale the  tafk  is  thine 

Foremofl:  in  pleafure's  fellive  band  to  fhine  : 
Say,  wilt  thou  pafs  alone  the  midnight  hour, 
Studious  the  depth  of  Plato  to  explore  ? 
To  lighter  fubj efts  (hall  thy  foul  give  way. 
Nor  heed  what  grave  philofophers  fliallfay  ? 
The  god  of  mirth  (liail  lill:  thee  in  his  train, 
A  cheerful  vot'ry,  and  the  foe  of  pain. 

Whether  I  Storer  fing  in  hours  of  joy. 
When  every  look  befpeaks  the  inward  boy  ; 
Or  when  no  more  mirth  wantons  in  his  bread'. 
And  all  the  man  appears  in  him  confefl ; 
In  mirth,  in  fadnefs,  fing  him  how  I  will, 
Senfe  and  good-nature  muil  attend  him  ftilL 

G  n 
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T§  the  Earl  ^  C  A  R  L  i  s  L  E^  on  the  jre ceding, 
POEM. 

'\  /TY  lord,  your  verfes,  penn'd  with  fo  much, 

IVi    ,     eafe, 

The  fan*,  the  young,  and  ev'n  the  critics  pleafe ; 

Suchfolid  fenfe,  and  grace,  and  judgment  meet, 

We  add  the  epithet  of  Strong  to  Sweet.  ^ 

That  fome  are  peers  by  ftars  and  firings  we  find  ; 

You,  by  intrinfic  noblenefs  of  mtfid  ; 

Fair  Fancy's  manly  ftrokes  your  lines  adorn  ; 

We  truly  may  pronounce  you,  poet  born: 

And  ifiii  youth  your  genius  we  may  fcan, 

How  will  it  glow,  and  brighterf  in  the  man  ! 

True  fings  the  bard,  that  one  well-natur'd  deed. 

Does  all  defert  in  fciences  exceed  : 

And  if,  my  lord,  from  what  you  write,  we  guefs, 

Yourfelf  th ofe  virtues,  which  you  paint,  pofTefs  : 

The  fenfe  of  St.  John,  Fox,  and  Legge's  your  due. 

The  fweetnefs  of  unblameable  Buceleugh  ; 

Ophaly's  honour,  Stavordale's  defert, 

Storer's  good-nature,  and  Fitzwilliam's  heart. 

Jn'EVlTAVYi  onthe  late  Ri^ht  Hon.  Thomas 
Winnington,  Efq.  By  Sir  Charles  Hanbury 
Williams. 

EAR  his  paternal  feat,   here  buried  lies. 
The   grave,  the   gay,  the  witty,   and  the 
wife. 

3  «■"* 
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Form'd  for  all  parts,  in  all  alike  he  fliin'd, 
Varioudy  great !  a  genius  unconfin'd  i 
In  converfe  bright,  judicious  in  debate. 
In  private  amiable,  and  in  public  great  : 
With  all  the  flatefman's  knowledge,  prudence,  art. 
With  friendfliip's  open,  undefigning  heart. 
The  friend  and  heir  here  join  their  duty  :  One 
Erefis  the  bufto,  one  infcribes  the  flone. 
Not  that  they  hope  from  thefe  his  fame  fliould  live. 
That  claims  a  longer  date  than  they  can  give  ; 
Falfe  to  their  trufts,  the  mould'rlng  bufls  decay. 
And,  foon  efFac'd,  infcriptions  wear  away  : 
But  EngHfh  annals  ihall  their  place  fupply ; 
And,  while  they  live,  his  name  can  never  die. 

The    GRAND    CATHOLICON: 

Being  a  genuine  Family  Receipt.  Written  in  17S3> 

TO  form  a  minifler,  the  ingredients 
Are,  a  head  fruitful  of  expedients. 
Each  fuited  to  the  prefent  minute 
(No  harm  if  nothing  elfe  be  in  it)  : 
The  mind,  though  much  perplex'd  and  harrafs'd. 
The  count'nance  muft  be  uncmbarrafs'd  : 
High  promifes  for  all  occafions ; 
A  fet  of  treafons,  plots,  invaiions : 
Bullies,  to  ward  off  each  difafter  : 
Much  impudence  to  brave  his  mailer : 

C  z  Tho 


(     S4     ) 

The  talents  of  a  treaty- maker  ; 
The  fole  diipofcl  of  th'  exchequer  : 
Gf  right  and  wrong  no  real  feeling  ; 
Yet  in  the  names  of  both  much  dealing. 
In  Ihort,  this  man  muft  be  a  mixture 
Of  broker,  fycophant,  and  trickfler  ; 
Who  well  can  pack  his  cards,  and  tell  'em. 
And  knows  as  much  as  Mr.  Pelham. 

On  HEALTH.  By  the  late  Lord  Yi'E'SiW'S.Y. 
'T^HO'  life  itfelf 's  not  worth  a  thought, 

-*-     Yet,  whilft  I  live,  could  health  be  boughf; 
Whate'er  brib'd  fcnators  receive, 
Or  back  again  in  taxes  give ; 
Whatever  force  or  fraud  cbtai»s, 
Whaj  PrulTia  from  Silefia  gains, 
Or  Hanover  from  England  drains ; 
Whate'er  the  Auftrian  wars  have  coft, 
Or  Hung'ry's  queen  diiburfs'd  or  loft  ; 
What  France  has  paid  to  fhape  her  crown. 
Or  we,  like  fools,  to  keep  it  on  ; 
All  that  the  Indies  have  fupply'd 
To  beggar'd  Spain,  to  feed  the  pride 
Of  that  Italian  fury-dame. 
Who  keeps  all  Europe  in  a  flame, 
For  her  two  brats,  thofe  princely  things, 
Whom  God  made  fools,  and  fhe'd  make  kings : 

IH 
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111  (liort,  to  fum  up  all,  whate'er 
Or  pride,  or  avarice,  makes  its  care, 
Did  I  pofTefs  it,  I'd  refign, 
To  make  this  richer  treafure  mine, 

On  a  late  INCIDENT*. 

Jamfatis  Terris  Nlvis  atque  dir^ 
Grandinis  m'lfit  Pater,  Hqr. 

THREE  eminent  men  of  the  law 
Lately  travelled  on  Sunday  together. 
Thro'  road's  that  were  cover'd  with  fnow. 
Not  regarding  the  day  or  the  weather : 

At  length  they  got  into  a  pit 

(Flow  difmal  the  tale  to  be  told  !) 
Where  they  and  their  horfes to  ivit. 

Had  hke  to  have  perifli'd  with  cold. 

Tho'  they  often  before,  none  can  doubt. 
Had  waded  thro'  thick  and  thro'  thin, 

*  l^hefe  lines  ivere  'written  on  feeing  the  foUoiving  article   in  the 
public  prints  : 

Tork,  Jan.  20,  1 767.  We  hear  they  have  a  prodigious  quan- 
tity of  fnow  upon  the  Wolds;  and  that  on  Sunday  the  nth 
inftant,  as  three  gentlemen,  eminent  in  the  proteirion  of  the 
law,  were  travelling  from  Pocklingtor.  to  Hugget,  they  all 
three  fluckfaft  in  a  fnow-drift  together,  from  which  they  were 
(pxtricated  with  great  difficulty. 

G3  Yet 


\ 
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Yet  the  more  now  they  try'd  to  get  out^ 
The  deeper,  alas  !  they  funk  in. 

0  fortune  !  now  lend  'em  thine  aid, 

Or  how  can'fl  thou  anfwer  thy  charge  ? 
Thou  hafi  Coke  upon  Littleton  laid, 

And  puli'd  down  the  Statutes  at  large. 

The  goddefs  was  moved  with  their  cries. 
And  determin'd  to  fave  all  their  lives  ; 

Then  quick  to  their  fuccour  flie  flics. 
To  the  joy  of  their  clients  and  wives. 

Ye  lawyers,  remember  their  doom. 

And  be  warn'd  at  the  fall  of  thefc  men  ; 

1  hope  you  will  never  prefume 

To  travel  on  Sundays  again. 

G.  W— L— Y. 

^  Motto  for  the  Hon.  Charles  Yorke,  an  orator 
of  the  long  Robe Spero  meliora. 

A  Noble  ambition  this  motto  reveals. 
It  tells  you — the  orator  hopes  for  the  feals  ! 

BON   MOT    of  a  certain  witty  Lord. 

HI  S  Lordfhip  being  informed,  that  a  lady, 
lately  divorced,  would  probably  be  married  to 
the  E.  Q^  upper  O — y,  faid  it  is  time  fhe  was  upper 
0 — ^yj  for  flie  had  been  under  O — y  long  enough* 

A  CON- 
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A     CONUNDRUM. 

l^T  ZHY  is  the  Duke  of  G a  proper  per 

^  ^      fon  to  be  Chancellor  of  Cambridge  ? 

Becaufe  he  loves Parsoks. 

The   SCHOOL   o/*  Rhetorick. 
JJEAR  London  Bridge  once  ftcod  a  gate, 
Belimis  gave  it  name, 
Whence  the  green  Nereids  oyfters  being, 
A  place  of  public  fame. 

Here  Eloquence  has  fixt  her  feat  ; 

The  nymphs  here  learn  by  heart 
In  viode  2lX\^  figure  ftill  to  fpeak 

By  modern  rules  of  art. 

To  each  fair  oratrefs  this  fchool 

Its  rhcfric  ftrong  affords  ; 
They  double  and  redouble  tropes 

With  finger,  fill,  and  words. 

Both  nerves  2CCiAfi;rength^  ^Xi^fiow  off^esch 

With  beauties  ever  new. 
Adorn  the  language  of  thefe  nymphs. 

Who  give  to  ail  their  due. 

O  happy  feat  of  happy  nymphs  J 
For  many  ages  known  : 

G4  To 
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To  thee  ^ach  roftnwi's  forc'd  to  yield, 
Each/brz/m  in  the  town. 

Let  other  academics  boaft 

What  titles  elfe  they  pleafe  : 
Thou  fhalt  be  call'd  the  Gate  of  Tongues, 

Of  tongues  that  never  ceafe.  T.  P. 

On  a  Gentleman,  vjho  mijiook  a  Kept  Miflrefs  for  a 
Lady  of  Fafhion. 

SIX  tedious  months  young  Damon  iigh'd. 
In  vain  his  am'rous.  tale  ; 
He  fu'd,  implor'd,  Chlo  flili  deny'd, 
No  eiforts  could  prevail, 

At  length  he  try'd  the  pow'r  of  gold • 

She  foon  to  chide  forgot ; 
The  fair-one  was  no  longer  cold. 

But  prov'd alas  !  too  hot, 

VERSES  addrefs'd  tofome  Ladies  ©/"Hampflead. 

CONSTANT  gameflers  !  every  day, 
Ev'ry  night,  employ'd  at  play, 
Squandring  wealth  and  time  away  ; 
Never  happy  but  at  cards, 
You  fhali  meet  with  jufl  rewards, 
(For  negle6l  of  family, 

TruAed  to  a  fervant's  eye, 

Aad 


! 
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And  domeftick  bus'nefs,  care 
Of  each  valuable -fair.) 
Bane  of  quiet,  peace  and  joy. 
Every  comfort  you  deftroy, 
Whild  your  thinking  friends  bemoan, 
Wafte  and  riot  left  at  home  : 
Childrens  ruin,  hufbands  curfe. 
Prelude  to  an  empty  purfe ; 
No  man  leaves  to  fuch  a  wife 
More  than  bare  fupport  for  life  : 
Have  recQurfe  to  common  fenfe, 
Reform,  ai'  take  the  confequence. 

On  the  Run  r/  R  O  M  E  O   a?id  JULIET. 

ELL— what  to  night  ?    fays  angry  Ned, 
As  up  from  bed  he  roufes  : 
Romeo  again  !— and  fliakes  his  head, 
Jb  !  pox  on  both  your  hoiifes. 

Notes  on  Mr.  Churchill V  Fragment  of  a  Dedica- 
tion to  the  B of  G — ^— -. 

In    the  Manner    of   Mr.    W  I  L  K  E  S. 

rr^HERE  Is  nothing  in  the  poet's  works  more 

-i-     highly  finifhed  than  this  fragment.    A  moil 

happy  vein  of  ironyruns  through  thewhoJe,  and  the 

grave  Cervantes  malk  of  humour  never  cnce  falls 

off. 
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off.  Tho'  we  have  only  a  part  of  what  was  In- 
tended, yet  the  epif-'opal  hero  fliines  fo  much  in 
the  different  lights  of  a  pious  prelate,  a  profound 
critic,  an  exemplary  clergyman,  and  a  meek 
divine,  that  vre  are  at  a  lofs  which  we  ought  the 
moft  to  admire. 

The  benevolence  of  the  bifliop  only  remains 
unfung :  I  mean,  his  benevolence  to  man.  As  to  the 
other  due  benevolence  of  which  St.  Paul  fpeaks., 
it  oughc  ia  ftridlnefs  to  be  confidered  as  a  part  of 

juflice,  or  family  duty  to  good  Mrs.  Vv^ — . 

I  need  not  tell  fo  great  a  fcholar  as  her  hufband, 
that  Horace  calls  it  itxorius  amnis.  I  will  only 
add  my  w^Hies,  in  the  words  of  this  dedication, 
that,  as  the  bilhop  and  his  wife  are  mofi:  uni- 
formly join'd,  it  may  continue  regularly  flowing 
frOfii  that  ivhokfome  fource  /;/i— — -mind. 


I  afk  no  favour,  not  one  note  I  crave. 
In  the  Candidate  he  fays. 
Nor  foul-gaird  hifco^  damn  me  with  a  note.      I 

-     - My  mortal  journey  done,   ] 

The  lafl:  adl  of  his  life  was  an  afl  of  humanity 
and  friendihip.  Mr.  Wilkes  under  the  defpotickad- 
isuifiiflration  of  theThane's  deputies  had  the  honour 
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of  being  an  exile.  Mr.  Churchill  came  to  France  on 
a  vifit  to  a  friend,  and  died  of  a  miliary  fever  at 
Boulogne  on  the  4lh  of  November,  1764.  The 
goodnefs  of  his  heart  and  the  firmnefs  of  his  phi- 
lofophy  were  in  full  luftre  during  the  whole  time 
of  a  very  fevere  illnefs,  nor  were  the  amazing  fa- 
culties of  his  mind  in  the  leafl  impaired  till  a  few 
moments  before  his  death. 

An  infcrlption,  in  the  clofe  fllle  of  the  antlents, 
engraven  on  a  fepulchral  urn  of  alaballer,  gives 
us  his  true  characfter,  as  a  friend,  a  poet,  and  a 
patriot, 

Carolo  Churchill, 

Amico  jucundo, 

PoetJE  acri, 

Civi  optime  de  patria  merito, 

P. 

Johannes  Wilkes,  1765. 


In  fplrit  I'm  right  proud,  nor  can  endure 
The  mention  of  a  bribe. 

The  reverend  emiiTary  of  lord  H ,  v/ho, 

waited  on  the  poet  foon  after  the  advertlfement  of 
AyllfFe's  Ghoft  by  C.  Churchill,  can  befl:  explain 
this  pafTage.  The  untimely  death  of  the  author 
deprived  us  of  that  elegy ;  but  his  lordftiip  was 

convinced 
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convinced  at  laft,  that  every  miMa   has  not  his 
price. 


Let  thy  own  offspring  all  thy  fortunes  (liare. 
The  irony  here  is  beft  explained  by  a  padage 
in  the  duellift, 

No  hufband,  tho'  he's  truly  wed  ; 
Tho'  on  his  knees  a  child  is  bred. 
No  father  :■ 


By  miHaken  kings 

Titles  are  oft  mifplac'd. 

The  fame  fpirit  of  difcernment,  and  attentloa 
to  reward  all  true  merit,  which  advanced  the  im- 
maculate    ' —  to  be  fecretar}"  of  flate,  and 

the  brave  to  be  fteward  of  the  houfhold, 

gave   Mr.  the    peerage.     An   univerdil 

odium  had  long  piirfued  his  name.  Many 
breaches  of  private  faith  had  left  him  not  the 
lead  (liare  of  confidence  with  any  friend  ;  and  re- 
peated violations  of  public  trufc  had   ruined  him 

in  the  opinion   of  mankind,  when  it  pleafed 

the •  to  fign  a  patent,  commanding  us  al- 
ways   to    call  him    the    right   honourable   lord 


Thy  open  front,  thy  love- commanding  eye, 
Wbei-e  fifty  Ctipids,  as  in  ambufh  lie. 


(    93     ) 
I  never  could  form  an  adequate  idea  of  what 
VIrgii  calU  the /f/oj-  ocidis  honorcs,  the  lumen  fur- 

piireitm,  till  I  was  blefTed  with  a  fight  of  W 

AV-^ ,     lord    b of    G- .      His 

fine  eye  carries  us  even  beyond  what  a  Pagan  poet 
could  pofTibly  conceive,  for  it  beams  forth  all  the 
meakncfs  and  forbearance,  all  the  mildnefs  and 
benevolence  of  that  gofpel  which  is  engraven  on 
his  heart.  The  beauty  and  fymmetry  of  features  in 
his  face  are  indeed  admirable,  but  beauty  and  fym- 
metry are  by  no  means  confined  to  his  face.  His 
whole  figure  excells  the  mofl  pcrfeift  Grecian 
forms,  and  in  my  opinion  is  a  fuperior  compofi- 
tion  to  the  Belvidere  Apollo.  The  harmony  of 
the  foul  too  feems  exacflly  anfwerable  to  that  of 
the  body.     Among  all  the  arts  of  ancient  Egypt, 

which  the  b fo  much  admires,  I  mod  regret 

that  the  art  of  embalming  in  a  manner  to  preferve 
every   the  minutefi:  feature,  is  now  totally  lofl. 

The  W .  fet  of  features  might  other  wife 

have  convinced  our  children's  children,  that  the 
moft  heavenly  fire  of  the  eye,  and  true  dignity  of 
nfpeift,  may  be  tempered  with  grace  and  fweet* 
nefs.  Our  pofierity  in  that  cafe  would  have  ex- 
claimed as  we  do  now  ;  hoiu  meek,  hovj  gentle, 
hvj  forbearing,  was  this  primitive  chrijlian  F 

Oh  I  what  a  grace  is  feated  on  that  brow  ! 

This 
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This  lofs  is  the  more  to  be  lamented,  becaufe  the 
heir  to  his  fortunes  is  unhappily  not  the  heir  to 
his  graces.  It  is  generally  allowed^  that  the  boy 
does  not  in  the  leaft  referable  him,  but  feems  to 
be  of  quite  another  mould,  or  Potter's  earth. 

After  the  b of  G ,    though  at  a 

great    diflance,    comes  F —   lord  H d,    moft 

happy  in  that  kind  of  look,  which  fl:eals  the  heart 
at  firft  glance,  though  the  foul  ilill  fits  at  fquat, 
and  peeps  not  from  it's  hole. 

If  I  was  forced  to  name  a  third  human  face 
divine,  after  all  beauty  and  harmony  have  been 
nearly  exhaufled  by  the  other  two,  it  fhould  be  ] 

that  of  Mr.  M .  I  do  not  however  infifl:  upon 

this,  becaufe  I  know  good  judges  differ  as  to  him  ; 

and  Mr.  Quin  once,  pointing  to  M ,  whifpered 

a  friend ;  Sir,  if  that  fellow  is  not  a  villain,  Cod 
Almighty  does  not  write  a  legible  hand. 


Thofe  (heep,  which  never  heard  their  fhepherd's 

voice, 
"Which  did  not  know,  yet  wou'd  not  learn  the  way ; 
Which    flray'd   themfelves,    yet   griev'd   that  I 

fhou'd  flray ; 

Inflead  of  the  two  laft  lines,  thefe  were  in  the 
firfl  MSS. 

Which 
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Which  accents  of  rebuke  could  never  bear,  ' 
J^or  would  have  heeded  Chrifr,  had  Chrift  bee* 
there. 


Much  did  I  wifh,  tho'  little  cou'd  I  hope 

A  friend  in  him,  who  was  the  friend  of  Pope. 

I  Ihall  give  only  one  inflance  of  the  b— — 's 
friendihip  for  Mr.  Pope.  The  judicious  public 
applied  to  the  duke  of  Chandos  the  chara(5i:er  of 
Timon.  in  Pope's  poetical  epiftle  to  the  earl  of  Bur- 
lington. Mr.  Pope  denieJ-  that  he  meant  any  allu- 
fion  to  his  grace,  and  publirtied  a  formal  jufli- 
fica"*">a  of  himfelf  in  a  prcfe  letter  to  the  fame 
carl,  fie  fays,  '*a  report,  v/hich,  in  regard  to  that 
*'  noble  perfon,  was  impertinent;  in  regard  to  me, 

**  villainous h\i  humanity  feels  a  concern  for 

**  the  injury  done  to  me" Warburton*s  edition, 

vol.  VIII.  p.  194,  This  injury  is  however  done  him 
after  his  death,  and  this  villainy  is  charged  on 
him,  by  his  friend,  the  b p.    After  thefe  hnes. 

Another  age  fliall  f^e  the  golden  ear 
Imbrown  the  flope,  and  nod  on  the  parterre,  ' 
Deep  harvefls  bury  all  his  pride  has  plann'd. 
And  laughing  Ceres  re-afTume  the  land, 
follows  this  note  :  **Had  the  poet  lived  but  three 
**  years  longer,  he  had  fecn  this  f>r§phecy  ful- 

"  filled/' 
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"  filled,"  vol.  III.  p.  288.  This  can  only  allude 
to  the  pre  fen  t  ftate  of  Cannons,  the  duke  of  Chan- 
dos's  feat  near  Edgwai^e. 

Are  thefe    a  chrlftian,  b- 's  ideas  of  friend- 

fhip  ?  The  total  difregard  ot  truth,  which  Pope 
has  fhewn  on  this  occafion,  admits  of  no  apology  ; 
but  it  ill  became  a  friend  to  prove  to  the  world, 
that   the  poet  had  folemnly  aflferted  a-  falQiood. 
The  four  lines  are,  we  are  told,  a  prophecy  of 
the  fate  of  Cannons ;  and  we  receive  this  informa- 
tion from  a  man,  who  is  appointed  by  the  author 
himfelf,  to  explain  and  illuflrate  his  works.   The 
character  of  Tit7ion  is  in  every  part  that  of  the  duke 
of  Chandos,  except  a  trifling  circumftance  or  two 
purpofely  difguifed.  The  veil  Pope  ufed  was  too  thin 
and  flimfy.     Even  in  his  defence  we  fee  his  guilt. 
He  fays,  *'  I  had  no  great  caufe  to  wonder,  that  a 
**  chara(fler  belonging  to  twenty  fnould  be  applied 
"  to  one;  iince,  by  that  means,  nineteen  would 
"  efcape  the  ridicule."   Is  not  this  a  plain  conFcf- 
fion,  that  the  character  was  applicable  to  the  duke, 
fince  it  belonged  to  all  the  twenty  ?  A  man,  who 
makes  free  with  truth,  will  generally,   fooner  or 
later,  be  dete6led.     The  public  at  the  very  time 
defpifed  the  meannefs  of  the  poet,  and  will  now 
equally  condemn  the  bafenefs  of  fuch  a  friend. 

Pope 
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Pope  however  deferved  only  fuch  a  friend,  as  this 

Wi ,  from  his  treachery  and  breach  of  faith 

to  Lord  Bolingbroke  in  regard  to  the  Letters 
on  the  Idea  of  a  Patriot  King.  His  three  mofl  re- 
markable  friends  were   Swift,  Bolingbroke,  and 

in   the   decline  of  life,  the  B of  G . 

W has  taken  much   pains  to  prove  that 

the  two  former,  though  men  of  genius,  were 
very  worthlefs  chara6lers,  but  has  only  inadver- 
tently fhewn  that  the  lafl  is  the  moft  worthlefs  of 
the  three,  without  being  a  man  of  genius. 

The  b has  remarked,  that  the  mofl:  facred 

of  all  private  ties  are  friendfhip  and  gratitude. 
The  force  of  his  friend  (hip  we  have  feen  in  re- 
fpe'fl:  to  Mr.  Pope.  The  flrength  of  gratimde 
Mr.  Pitt  found  in  his  bilhop  to  equal  what 
the  Duke  of  Newcafcle  experienced  in  the  great- 
eft  part  of  the  bench,  very  apt,  in  their  owa 
phrafe,  to  forget  their  maker, 


Might  like  himfelf  teach  his  adopted  fon. 
'Gainft  all  the  world  to  quote  a  W 


The  poet  does  not  mean  his  adopted  fon,  mafler 

Y/ — ^  but  the  fenfe  is,  he  might  teach  me 

as  an  adopted  fon,  &c, 

Mr.  Edwards   in  the  Canons  of  Criticifra   has 
given  us  feveral  iaflances  from  the  notes  on  Shake- 

H  fpeare, 
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fptare,  tlwt  the  b has  adhered  to  W-— - 

/galnft  all  the  world.     I  (hail  add  only  one  from 
the  commentator  on  Pope. 

Ev'n  in  a  biniop  I  can  fpy  defert ; 

Seeker  is  decent,  Rundle  has  a  heart. 
The  note  is,  "  Thefe  words  are  another  inftance  of 
"  the  malignity  of  the  public  judgment.  The  poet 
..  thought,  and  not^vithout  reafon.  that  they  con- 
"  veyed  a  very  high  idea  of  the  worthy  perfon  to 
-  whom  they  are  applied  ;  to  be  decent  (or  to  be- 
«  come  every  ftation  of  life  in  which  a  man  _.s 
..  placed)  being  the  nobleft  encomium  on  h,s  wif- 
u  dom  and  virtue."  Pope.Warburton's  edition,  vol. 
^  r,  ■XiX  To  be  barely  decent  is  however  very 
lurious  praife,  and  in  this  palTage  is'almofta, 
fnfuk;  for  it  is  remarkable,  that  Seeker's  being 
only  decent,  is  followed,  or  rather  contrafted 
,vith  the  high  compliment  to  Rundie  of  having  a 
heart.  The  true  meaning  is  evident  from  another 
paffiige  of  this  very  author, 

Virtue  foe  finds  too  painful  an  endeavour, 
•  Content  to  dwell  in  decencies  for  ever. 

Vol.  3.  p.  205. 

The  poet  muft  have  enjoyed  to  a  high  degree  hi. 
tafte  for  ridicule  with  a  pedant,  who  believed  that 
he  *as  complimendng  when  he  was  fneermg. 
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The  b of  Oxford  did  not  at  that  time  thank 

pope  for  the  praife  of  being  barely  decenf; 
and  after  all,  decencj^  Is  too  often  like  gravity, 
a  mere  outward  form  to  conceal  fome  in- 
ward defe<5ls  of  the  mind. 

I  may  now  ask  whether  thofc  words,  or,  as  the 
b  ought  to  have  faid,  the  remarks  on  thofc 

words,  are  an  inflance  of  the  malignity  of  the 
public  judgment,  or  of  the  folly  of  one  private 
judgment. 

The  other  Inflance  of  the  malignity  of  the 

public  jud'gment,  to  which  the  b alludes,  is 

the  cenfure  which  he  fays  has  been  paffed  on  the 
following  lines, 

Let  humble  Allen,  with  an  aukward  (hame. 
Do  good  by  fleahh,  and  blu(]i  to  find  it  fame. 

I  muft  confefs  that  I  never  heard  thefe  lines 
cenfared.  I  have  heard  them  commended.  The 
public  indeed  pafTed  a  (light  reproof  on  an  altera- 
tion made  by  Pope  in  the  firfl  line,  at  Mr.  Allen's 
defire.  Theb has  not  noticed  it  among  the  va- 
riations. In  the  old  edition  it  flood.  Let  lovj 
born  Allen,  which  agreed  better  with  the  aiik 
ivard  Jhame,  The  epithet  humble,  by  no  means 
fuited  the  man,  who  could  not  drfguife  that 
H  2  quaker- 
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quaker-pride,  which  is  the  mofl  difgufllng  thing 
in  the  world,  and  ridlculouay  aflTumes  the  name  of 
humiiityr 

And  Potter  trembles  even  in  his  grave. 
rhomas  Potter  Efq;  of  Rldgmont  in  Bedford- 
fnire  He  was  {on  of  a  late  archbiihop  of  Canter- 
bury, but  far  from  being  hlmfelf  a  bigot.  He  was 
even  fufpefted  to  be  well  inclined  towards  feveral 
xnlAaken   men,  who  differ  from  the  Church  of 

.  England.  It  is  however  certain  he  never  went  io 
far  as  to  join  in  communion  with  any  ot  the 
feaaries.  He  had  great  abilities  for  parliament, 
and  was  no  lefs  amiable  in  private  life.  The 
livelinefs  of  his  wit  fometimes  indeed  Carried  him 
too  far,  and  even  revealed  religion  did  not  al- 
ways efcape  his  ridicule  ;  but  we  ought  to  re- 
member Martin  Luther's  apology  for  himfelf; 
Confider  I  vjas  bred  a  Monk,  It  is  to  be  pre- 
fumed,  that  he  kept  at  kaft  a  flria  guard  over 
his  tongue  when  he  was  with  good  Mr.  Allen,  or 

\,i,h  the  b—  of  G •  and  his  lady,  at  leaft 

in  the  latter  period  of  his  life.     In  the  former, 

~  if  we  believe  the  poet,  neither  he  nor  the  b— 
were  very  exemplary.     In  the  third  book  of  the 

Duellift  it  is  faid  that  the  b - 

liv'd 
7 
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f,  liv'd  with  finners, 

Herded  with  infidels  for  dinners  ; 
With  fuch  an  emphafis  and  grace 
Blafphem'd,  that  Potter  kept  not  pace. 

The-b fcems  by  this  to  have  out-ftripped  the 

layman  in  the  race  of  infidelity,  if  the  pi<Sturc  is 
not  rather  overcharged. 

This  gentleman's  many  accompli (liments  and 
acquired  talents,  with  a  high  admiration  of  their 
two  chara6lers,  recommended  him.  to  the  friend- 
fliip  of  the  poflmafler  of  Bath,  and  his  epifcopa' 
nephew.  His  fine  natural  parts  introduced  him  to 
the  intimacy  of  the  niece,  no  incompetent  judge. 
Yet  this  excellent  lady  could  not  help  fometimes 
lamenting  that  Tom  was  vaftly  wild, 

— — then  calls  her  child, 
And  fwears  that  Tom  was  vaftly  wild. 

Duellift,  Book  III. 

I  the  rather  mention  this,circumftance  that  pofte- 

rity   may    not  be  mifled.     Some   have  imagined 

from  this  pafTage  that  the  child  was  chriftene^d 

Thomas.     It  is   a   miftake  ;  he  was  not  named 

after  his  father,  but  afrer  his  uncle,  Mr.  Allen. 

We  have  church  authority  for  this.     The  baptif- 

mal  regifter  informs  us,  that  we  ought  to  call  the 

boy,  Ralph,  Ralph, 

H  3  With 


(       102      ) 

With  all  the  confcious  pride  of  innocence, 
Methinks  I  hear  him  in  his  own  defence, 
Bear  witnefs  to  himfelf,  whilft  all  men  knew, 
By  gofpel  rules,  his  witnefs  to  be  true. 

This  alludes  to  what  palled  in  the  of ^ 

on  tJie  15  th  of  November  1763.     The  b of 

' "-  made   a  complaint  againfl  Mr.  W ^ 

of  a  b of  p ,  that  the  name  of — 

had  been  put  by  him  to  a  variety  of  notes  in  a 
wicked  poem,  called,  An  EfTay  on  Woman.  Ii  is 
faid-  that  thefe  notes  were  of  an  erudition  fo  deep 

and  fo  uncommon,  that  the  learned might 

have  been  fufpefled  of  being  the  author,  but  at 
the  fame  time  of  fo  ludicrous  a  cafr,  it 
was  highly  improbable  a  grave  divine  could  em- 
ploy his  time  in  that  way.     This  matter  is  now 

fully  cleared  up,  for  the  b rifmg  in  his  place, 

•and  with  the  utmofl  fokmnity  laying  his  hand  on 
his  heart,  declared,  that  he  did  not  write  any  one 
of  thofe  notes,  and  called  his  God  to  witnefs  the 
truth  of  the  affertion.  He  obtained  in  this  in- 
flance  full  credit  to  what  he  affirmed.  What  a 
pity  it  is  that  to  vindicate  his  reputation  he  did 
not  at  the  fame  tiine  deny  the  notes  on  Shake- 
fpeare  and  Pcpe  ? 

The 
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The  chnftian  zeal  of  the  b—  did  not  end 
with  his- own  vindication.  U  flamed  forth  w>th 
becoming  fury  againft  the  poem  itfelf,  wh>d.  he 
declared  was  worthy  of  the  devil;  then  a.ter  a 
ftort  paufe  added-;«,  1  kg  the  Jevih  p.rrdon, 
for  he  is  inc4aMe  of  writing  .>.-He  would  not 
venture  even  there  a  little  fatire,  but  as  a  well- 
bred  Frenchman,  with  a  ^ari6,..w««  to  temper 
it  He  is  fearful  of  oflending,  equally  prudent 
and  polite,  and  keeps  a  very  good  look-out 
into  futurity.  He  remembers  the  c.ution  o.yhc 
wary  Spaniard,  who  always  faid,  my  good  .o,d 
the  devil,  that  he  might  in  all  events  be  in  favour 

beiow.     A  few  years  ago  the  b pubhfced  a 

treatife  upon  Grace,  or  the  Office  and  Operations 
of  the  Holy  Spirit.  In  the  preface  he  fays,  I  have 
a   mafler  above,   ani  I  have   one  below.     Lord 

B has  been  his  matter  above.     Is  the  perfgn 

.whofe  pardon  hs  begged  his  mafter  below  i 

Pitied  himfelf,  in  turn  had  pitied  you. 

. ^ ^Serioufly,  my 

Lord  of  G is  to  be  pitied. 

Pope,  Warburton's  edition,  vol.4.   197- 


H4 


Th? 
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^  But  you,  my  Lord,  renounced  attorneyflilp. 

The  conjmentator  of  Pope  has  been  careful  to 
give  us  not  only  all  the  blots  in  the  foul  copy  of 
the  poet,  but  mo'fl:  of  the  variations  in  the 
printed  editions.  One  however,  which  is  re- 
markable, he  has  omitted.     In  the  firil  book  of  ■ 

the  D unclad  we  read  according  to  the  b 's 

edition. 

What  can  I  now  ?  my  Fletcher  call:  afide, 
Take  up  the  bible,  once  my  better  guide. 

Vol.  5.  p.  loi. 

But  no  notice  is  taken  of  the  former  editions 
publiihed  by  Pope  himfelf,  in  feveral  of  which 
we  read ; 

But  what  can  I  ?  my  Flaccus  call  afide. 
Take  up  the  attorney's  (once  my  better)  guide, 

with  this  note,  "  In  allufion  to  his  firft  profefnon 

"  of  an  attorney."     The  b could  not  bear 

to  copy  thefe  words,  which  are  fpoken  by  Gibber, 
the  hero  of  the  Dunciad,  who  was  no  dunce. 
Did  he  fear  they  would  rather  lead  the  reader  to 
one  of  the  low-born,  cell-bred,  felfi/h,  fervile, 
hand,  to  a  reverend  Flamen  in  his  lightened 
drefs,  formerly  an  attorney  ? 

Dunciad,  b.  2.  vol.  354. 
The 
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The  name  and  profeflion  of  attorney  my  lord 
did  indeed  renounce  ;  the  wrangling  and  cavil- 
ing, the  fubterfuges  and  mean  arts  of  vile  attor- 
nies  (as  Pope  calls  them  vol.  3.  p.  247)  may  be 
found  in  all  his  controverfial  writings.  He  can 
however  at  a  pinch  flill  do  bufinefs  for  himfclf  as 
an  attorney,  and  in  the  idea  of  the  world,  Mr. 
Allen's  Will  does  honour  to  the  proficiency  he 
made  in  his  former  trade. 


Do6lor,  Dean,  Bifliop,  Glofler,  and  my  Lord. 

It  is  always  difficult  to  mount  the  firfl  flep  of 
the  ladder  of  preferment  ;  this  fimple  title  of 
doBor  would   not  for  above  thirteen  5^ears  take 

to  the  name  of  W .     In   1741  Pope  fays, 

I  have  received  fome  chagrin  at  the  delay  of  your 
degree  at  Oxon.  vol.  9.  p,  341.  There  was 
indeed  no  fmall  delay  from  the  univerfity.  At 
laft  in  1754  the  degree  of  doclor  in  divinity  was 
conferred  on  him  by  the  aichbifhop  of  Canterbury. 

The   b k  of  G paid    the  petticoat 

obligations  which  a  princefs  had  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Allen  during  her  refidcnce  at  Prior  Park. 

Poetical 


(     io6    ) 

Poetical  Defcription  cf^  Great  FUNERAL. 

By  a  late  celebrated  BARD. 

[Never  before  printed.] 

I. 

A   Tale  I  will  tell  5'ou  with  great  indignation, 

^  '*'  A  reproach  it  muft  bring  on  the  whole 

Englifh  nation ; 

Our  good  old 's  funeral  a  raree  fhow  made, 

"While  the  d — ^  for  the  fight  harh  largely  been 

paid. 

Derry  down, 

II. 

Old  Peter  was  ne'er  made  a  joke  of  before, 
Tho'  a  rendezvous  oft  for  each  politick  whore, 

But  before  this  grand  farce  the  d feized  tlie 

keys. 
And  for  prophanation  he  took  double  fees ; 

Derry  down. 
III. 

Without  paying  toll  he  fwore  none   fnou'd  be 

there. 
And  left  they   fhou'd  fculk  he  forbid   publick 

pray'r; 
The  keys  of  the  vaults  and  odd  places  took, 
And  threaten'd   the  fervants,    bell,    candle,    and. 
. .       book. 

Derry  down. 

Now 
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VI. 

Now  the  chapter  conven'd,  old  —  took  tlic 

^hair. 
And  the  mafk  laid  afide  with  a  true  prieflly  air  j 
On  this  happy  cccafion  my  friends  'tis  my  will, 
We  ftrive  in  convention  our  pockets  to  fill. 

Perry  down, 

V. 

His  health  in  a  bumper  went  chearfully  round, 

And  each  wifh'd,  he  declar'd,  to  fee  the  k ■ 

c -'d. 

And  mofl:  fervently  pray'd,  fliou'd  heaven  him  call. 
It  might  be  (tho^  late)  yet  while  they  had  a  ftall. 

Derry  down. 

Vf. 

To  Bufinefs  now  cries  the  m 'd  old  P , 

Ways  and  means  are  th^  things  for  which  w*^ 
met  here. 

Rife  B P ,  and  the  rell:  in  your  turns. 

We  will  fix  it  this  night  and  admit  no  adjourns ; 

Derry  down. 

VII. 

But  then  faid  the  d e'er  this  matter  we  fettle, 

Here  F 's  the  key,  go  fetch  t'other  bottle. 

Nay 
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Nay  frown  not  good  F becaufe  I  bid  you, 

I  would  have  fent  T'  ■.  but  he'd  have  Hole 

two. 

Derry  down. 

VIII. 

Then  each  rofy  Pr d  got  up  from  his  chair 

And  touching  the  matter  his  mind  did  declare  ; 
But  one  by  the  mammon  being  tickPd  full  fore, 
Thought  it  fit  the  proceilion  fhou'd  pay  at  the 
door. 

Derry  down. 

IX. 

Atiength  they  refolv'd  and  in  minute  book  fcroU'd, 

Three  fcaffoids  to  build — be  the  C 's  cajol'd  ; 

But  one  for  the  fervants  his  L p  allow'd. 

Which   favour  being    told,    the   honeft    blocks 
bow'd. 

Derry  down. 

X. 

Then  carpenters  vile  with  their  hammering  rend 

The  roof  of  St.  P and  the  dead  do  offend. 

For  Sir  Ifaac  cried  out,  What  a  pox  do  ye  there  ? 

For  God's  fake — ye're  mad—fee  you've  (hatter 'd 

my  fphere : 

Derry  down. 

Old 
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XI. 

Old (hook  his  head  and  faid,  fure  t'was  pro- 

phane 
For  a  man  of  his  parts  to  take  God's  name  in 

vain, 
And  bid  him  of  fuch  naughty  words  to  beware. 

Lye  dov/n  in  his  place try  the  circle  to  fquare. 

Derry  down. 
XII. 

Each  V foon  follow'd  the  B 's  example 

And  boldly  on  decency  ventur'd  to  trample. 
Like  the  chapter  in  filling  their  pockets  combine. 
One  fells  ham  and  roils,  t'other  porter  and  wine, 

Derry  down, 

1  XIII. 

Eight  flrikes — the  bell  tolls— and  the  fhow  doth 

begin, 
And  half  crowns  and  twelvers  fly  thick  to  get  in. 
Such  crowding  and  bribing,  yourfelf  wou'd  have 

fwore 
'Twas  paradife  gate  and  the  faint  at  the  door. 

nerry  down, 

XIV. 

x^rrived,  Harry's  chapel  at  length  they  afcend. 

And haftens  the  fervice  to  end  j 

Dull 
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Duft  to  duft  cries  the  D —flap  the  corps  was 

interr'd. 
And  the  mufick  jflruck  up Long  live  George 

the  Third. 

Derry  down, 

AN      INSCRIPTION. 

Written  in  1749,    ^y  ^'^^  ^^^^  Right  Homurahle 

Charles  Townshend,    on  Lady  C 

nxjifoing  to  he  buried  in  his  Shrubbery  at  Adder- 
bury  in  Oxford  (hire. 

Within  this  monument  doth  lie 
Whafs  left  of  Calia^s  gallantry. 

QTR ANGER,  whoe'er  thou  art,  bellow 

•^  One  figh  in  tribute  ere  you  go  ; 

But  if  thy  breafl  did  ever  prove 

The  rapture  of  fuccefsful  love, 

Around  her  tomb  the  myrtle  plant. 

And  berry 'd  fhrubs,  which  ring-doves  haunt  i 

The  fpreading  cyprefs,  and  below 

Bid  lumps  of  arbor  vitae  grow  ; 

Th'  uxorious  plant  that  leans  to  find 

Some  female  neighbour  of  its  kind, 

With  beech  to  tell  the  plighted  flame. 

And  favine  to  conceal  the  fhamc  ; 

3-  That 


.       (  III  ) 

That  evVy  tree  and  every  flow'r 
May  join  to  form  the  am 'reus  jow'rj. 
Wherein  at  clofe  of  fummer's  heat. 
The  lovers  of  the  green  fliall  meet. 
While  Cxlia's  Ihade  propitious  hears 
Their  fanguine  vows,  their  jealous  fears ; 
Well  pleas'd  to  confecrate  her  grove 
To  Venus  and  the  rites  of  love. 


Earl  DelawarrV  Farewell  to  the  Maids  of 
Honor,  on  his  being  -promoted  to  his  late  Father*s 
Troopy  and  refigning  the  Place  of  Vice  Chamber^ 
lain  to  the  ^leen,, 

YE  maids,  who  Britain's  court  bedeck, 
Mifs  Wrottefly,  Beau  clerk,  Keck, 
MIfs  Meadows  and  Bofcawen ! 
A  difmal  tale  I  have  to  tell ; 
This  is  to  bid  you  all  farewel : 
Farewel !  for  I  am  going. 

I  leave  you,  girls ;  indeed  'tis  true, 
Al tho'  to  be  efleem'd  by  you 

Has  ever  been  my  pride  : 
'Tis  often  done  at  court,  you  know ; 
I  leave  my  dearell  friends,  and  go 

Over  to  t'other  fide. 

No 


/ 
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No  longer  Ihall  we  laugh  and  chat 
In  th'  outer  room  on  this  and  that. 

Until  the  queen  fliall  call : 
Our  gracious  king  has  call'd  me  now ; 
Nay  holds  a  Hick  up  too,  I  vow, 

And  fo  God  blefs  you  all ! 

They  tell  me  that  one  word  a  day 
From  him  is  worth  the  whole  you  fay> 

Fair  ladies,  in  a  year  : 
A  word  from  him  I  highly  prize : 
But  who  can  leave  your  beauteous  eyes 

Without  one  tender  tear  ? 

No  longer  fliall  I  now  be  feen 
Handing  along  our  matchlefs  queen, 

So  generous,  good,  and  kind  ; 
While  one  by  one  each  fmiling  lafs^ 
Firfl:  drops  a  curtfey  as  we  pafs. 

Then  trips  along  behind. 

Adieu,  my  much-lov'd  golden  key  ! 
No  longer  to  be  worn  by  me, 

Adorn'd  with  ribband  blue  ; 
Which  late  I  heard  look*d  ill  and  pale— 
I  thought  it  but  an  idk  rale. 

But  now  believe  'twas  true. 


Farewell, 


(     "3    ) 

Farewell,  my  good  Lord  Harcourt,  too ! 
What  can,  alas,  your  lordihip  do 

Alone  among  the  maids  ? 
You  foon  mufl  fome  afliftance  afk  ; 
You'll  have  a  very  arduous  tafk, 

Unlefs  you  call  for  aid. 

Great  is  the  charge  you  have  in  care: 
Indeed,  my  pretty  maidens  fair. 

His  fituation*s  nice  : 
As  Chamberlain  we  ftiall  expert 
That  he,  fole  guardian,  fhall  prote6l 

Six  maids,  without  a  vice. 


Epigram  on  the  ^'evj  Pavement. 

^TpHE  new  Scottilh  pavement  is  worthy  of 

^  praife. 

We're   indebted   to    Scotland   for  mending  our 

ivays  ; 
But,  what  we  can  never  forgive  'em,  fome  fay. 
Is,  that  they  have  taken  our  po^s  all  away. 


On 
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On  the  "Dv CHESS  of  Rutland. 
By  the  Earl   ^Chesterfield. 

WHAT  do  fcholars,  and  bards,    and  ailro- 
nomers  wife. 
Mean  by  fluffing  our  heads  with  nonfenfe  and 

lies. 
By  telling  us  Venus  mufl  always  appear 
In  a  car,  or  a  fhell,  or  a  twinkling  ftar. 
Drawn  by  fparrows,  or  fwans,  or  dolphins,  or 

doves. 
Attended  in  form  by  the  graces  and  loves : 
That  ambrofia  and  ne6lar  is  all  fhe  will  tafle, 
And  her  pafTport  to  hearts  on  a  belt  round  her 

waifl ; 
Without  all  this  buflle  I  faw  the  bright  dame  ; 

To  fupper  laft  night  to  P y's  fhe  came 

In  a  good  warm  fedan  ;  no  fine  open  car  ; 
Two  chairmen  her  doves,  and  a  flambeau  her 

Aar : 
No  neftar  fhe  drank,  no  ambrofia  fhe  eat ; 
Her  cup  was  plain  claret,  a  chicken  her  meat : 
Nor  wanted  a  ceftus  her  bofom  to  grace, 
For  Rutland,  that  night,  had  lent  her  her  face. 

On 
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On  the    Banijhment  of  CICERO. 

Written  by  the  Duke  o/" Wharton,  and Jirfl  printed 
'when  Atterbury,  Bijhop  of  Rochefter,  vjas 
banifhed  in  1724. 

I. 

A  S  o'er  the  fwelling  ocean's  tide 
^  •*•   •   An  exile  Tully  rode. 
The  bulwark  of  the  Roman  ftate. 

In  a6l,  in  thought,  a  god  ; 
The  facred  genius  of  majeftic  Rome 
Defcends,  and  thus  laments  her  patriot's  doom. 

II. 

Farewell !  renown'd  in  arts,  farewell ! 

Thus  conquer'd  by  thy  foe, 
Of  honours,  and  of  friends  depriv'd. 

In  exile  mull:  thou  go  :  . 

Yet  go  content ;  thy  look,  thy  wilj  fedate, 
Thy  foul  fuperior  to  the  (hocks  of  fate. 

III. 

Thy  wifdom  was  thy  only  guilt. 

Thy  virtue  thy  offence, 
With  god-like  zeal  thou  didil:  sfpoufe 

Thy  country's  jufl  defence  : 

U  No 
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No  fordid  hopes  could  charm  thy  fleady  fcml. 
No  fears,  nor  guilty  numbers  could  controul. 

IV. 

What  tho'  the  nobleft  patriots  flood 

Firm  to  thy  facred  caufe. 
What  tho'  thou  could'fl  difplay  the  force 

Of  rhet'rick  and  of  laws  ; 
No  eloquence,  no  reafon  could  repel 
Th*  united  ilrength  of  Clodius  and  of  hell. 

V. 

Thy  mighty  ruin  to  effeft 

What  plots  have  been  devif 'd  ! 
What  arts  !  what  perjuries  been  uf 'd  ! 

What  laws  and  rites  defpif 'd  ! 
How  many  fools  and  knaves  by  bribes  allured. 
And  witnefles  by  hopes  and  threats  fecur'd  I 

VI. 

And  yet  they  a<5l  their  dark  deceit 

Veil'd  with  a  nice  difguife. 
And  form  a  fpecious  Ihew  of  right 

From  treachery  and  lies  ; 
With  arbitrary  power  the  people  awe, 
And  coin  unjufl  oppreflion  into  law. 


Vlt 
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vir. 

Let  Clodius  now  in  grandeur  reign, 

Let  him  exert  his  pow'r, 
A  fhort-liv'd  monfter  in  the  land. 

The  monarch  of  an  hour  ; 
Let  pageant  fools  adore  their  wooden  god, 
And  aft  againft  their  fenfes  at  his  nod. 

VIII, 

Pierc  d  by  an  untimely  hand 

To  earth  (hall  he  defcend, 
Tho'  now  with  gaudy  honours  cIoath*d, 

Inglorious  in  his  end. 
Bleft  be  the  man  who  does  his  pow'r  defy. 
And  dares  or  truly  fpeak,  or  bravely  die. 

Stanzas  by  Lord  Cav el.  Written  luhen  he  was 
a  prifoner  in  the  Tower,  during  Cromwell's 
iifurpation. 

I. 

BEAT  on,  proud  billows ;  Boreas,  blow; 
Swell,  curled  waves,  high  as  Jove's  roof; 
Your  incivilities  do  plainly  fhew. 
That  innocence  is  tempefl  proof. 

1 3  Tho 
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Tho*  furly  Nereus  frowns,  my  thoughts  are  calm  : 
Then  flrike,  aiHiflion,  for  thy  wounds  are  balm. 

II. 

That  which  the  w^orld  mifcalls  a  jail, 

A  private  clofet  is  to  me  ; 
Whilfl:  a  good  confcience  is  my  bail. 

And  innocence  my  liberty  : 
Locks,  bars,  and  folitude,  together  met, 
Make  me  no  pris'ner,  but  an  anchoret.     . 

III. 

Here  fin,  for  want  of  food,  muH:  ftarve. 
Where  tempting  objects  are  not  feen  ; 

And  thefe  flrong  walls  do  only  ferve 
To  keep  rogues  out,  and  keep  me  in. 

Malice  is  now  grown  charitable,  fure  ; 

T'm  not  committed,  but  I'm  kept  fecure. 

IV. 

And  whilfl:  I  wifli  to  be  retir'd, 
Into  this  private  room  I'm  turn'd  ; 

As  if  their  wifdom  had  confpir'd 
The  falamander  fhould  be  burn'd. 

Or,  like  thofe  fophifls  who  would  drown  a  fifli, 

I  am  condemn'd  to  fuffer  what  I  wiih. 

V. 
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V. 

The  Cynic  hugs  his  poverty. 

The  pelican  her  wildernefs ; 
And  'tis  the  Indian's  pride  to  be 

Naked  on  frozen  Caucafus. 
Contentment  feels  no  fmart;  ftoics,    we  fee, 
Make  torments  eafy  by  their  apathy. 

VI. 

I'm  in  this  cabinet  lock'd  up. 

Like  fomc  high  prized  margarite ; 
Or  like  fome  great  mogul  or  pope, 

I'm  cloifter'd  up  from  public  fight. 
Retir'dnefs  is  a  part  of  majefty, 
And  thus,  proud  fultan,  I'm  as  great  as  thee. 

VII. 

Thefe  manacles  upon  mine  arm 

I  as  my  miflrefs'  favours  wear; 
And  for  to  keep  mine  ancles  warm, 

I  have  fome  iron  fhackles  there. 
Thefe  walls  are  but  my  garifon  ;    this  cell, 
Which  men  call  jail,  doth  prove  my  citadel. 

VIII. 

Thus  he  that  ftruck  at  Jafon's  life. 
Thinking  to  make  his  purpofe  fure, 

I4  By 
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By  a  malicious  friendly  knife 

Did  only  wound  him  to  his  cure. 
Malice,  we  fee,  wants  wit,  for  what  Is  meant 
Mifchief,  oft  times  proves  favour  by  th'  event, 

IX. 

Although  I  cannot  fee  my  king. 

Neither  in  perfon,  nor  in  coin  ; 
Yet  contemplation  is  a  thing 

That  renders  what  I  have  not  mine. 
My  king  from  me  no  adamant  can  part. 
Whom  I  do  wear  engraven  in  my  heart. 

X. 

Have  you  not  heard  the  nightingale, 

A  pris'ner  clofe  kept  in  a  cage, 
How  (lie  doth  chant  her  wonted  tale 

In  that  her  narrow  hermitage. 
Ev'n  that  her  melody  doth  plainly  prove, 
Her  boughs  are  trees,  her  cage  a  pleafant  grove. 

XI. 

My  foul  is  free  as  is  th*  ambient  air. 
Which  doth  my  outv/ard  parts  include; 

Whilft  loyal  thoughts  do  flill  repair 
To  company  my  folitudc. 

What 
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What  tho'  they  do  with  chains  my  body  bind. 
My  king  can  only  <:aptiv'ate  my  mind. 

xir. 

I  am  that  bird  which  they  combine 

Thus  to  deprive  ©f  liberty  ; 
And  tho'  my  corpfe  they  can  confine. 

Yet  maugre  that  my  foul  is  free. 
Tho'  I'm  mew'd  up,  yet  I  can  chirp  and  iing, 
Difgrace  to  rebels,  glory  to  my  king. 

In  fome  copies  of  this  poem  the  following  Jlanza  is 
inferted  between  the  feventh  and  eighth  : 

When  once  my  prince  aiUl^lion  hath, 

Profperity  doth  treafon  feem ; 
And  for  to  fmooth  fo  rough  a  path, 

I  can  learn  patience  from  him. 
But  now  to  fuifer  (hews  a  legal  part ; 
When  kings  want  eafe,    fubjedls  mufl  learn  to 
fmart. 

But  this  Jlanza  utterly  defiroys  the  uniformity 
of  the  poem,  and  is  inconfiflent  with  every  other 
part  of  it.  The  defign  of  the  whole  is,  to  repre- 
fent  as  benefits  what  had  by  his  enemies  been  in- 
tended as  piiniJhmentSy  and  tojhew,  that  "  malice 
wants  wit  to  effect  its  purpofe  :'^  but  this  Jlanza 

contains 
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contains  an  acknowledgment ,  that  malice  has  effeEl- 
ed  its  purpofe  upon  him  ;  that  he  fuffers  ;  and  that 
it  is  Jit  hejhouldfuffer.  For  this  reafon,  and  he- 
caufe  it  is  7iot  in  all  copies,  it  is  omitted  in  this, 
either  as  compofed  by  the  author ,  and  afterwards 
reje^edf  or  as  interpolated  by  fome  other. 


Verfes  by   Sir  Walter    Raleigh, 

/^  O  foul,  the  body's  gueft, 
^^        Upon  a  thanklefs  arrant. 
Fear  not  to  touch  the  tefl, 

The  truth  fhall  be  thy  warrant. 
Go,  fince  I  needs  mufl  dye. 
And  give  them  all  the  lye. 

Go,   tell  the  court  it  glowfe 

And  (li'mes  like  painted  wood; 
Go,   tell  the  church  it  Ihowes 

What's  good,  does  no  good. 
If  court  and  church  replyc, 
Give  court  and  church  the  lye. 

Tell  potentates  they  live 

Adlinge,  but  oh  !  their  adlions 
Not  lov'd  unlefs  they  give  !  , 

Not  flroDg,  but  by  their  faflions. 


If 
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If  potentates  replye. 
Give  potentates  the  lye. 

Tell  me  not  of  high  condition. 
That  rule  affairs  of  flate. 

Their 'purpofe  is  ambition  ; 
Their  pradlice  Only  hate. 

And  if  they  do  replye, 

Then  give  them  all  the  lye. 

Tell  thofe  that  brave  it  moile, 
They  begge  more  by  fpendinge ; 

Who,  in  their  greatefl  cofle, 
Seek  nothing  but  commendinge. 

And  if  they  make  replye, 

Spare  not  to  give  the  lye. 

Tell  zeal  it  lacks  devotion  ; 

Tell  love  it  is  but  lufle  ; 
Tell  time  it  is  but  motion ; 

Tell  flefli  it  is  but  dufte. 
And  wifh  them  not  replye, 
For  thou  mull  give  the  lye. 

Tell  age  it  daily  wafleth  ; 

Tell  honour  how  it  alters ; 
Tell  beautye  that  it  blafteth; 

Tell  favour  that  fhe  falters. 


And 
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And  as  they  do  reply e. 
Give  every  one  the  lye. 

Tell  wit  how  much  it  wrangles 

In  fickle  points  of  nicenefs  ; 
Tell  wifdom  Jfhe  entangles 

Herfelf  in  over-wifenefs. 
And  if  they  do  replye, 
Then  give  them  both  the  lye. 

Tell  phyfick  of  her  boldnefs ; 

Tell  (kill  it  is  precenfion  ; 
Tell  charity  of  coldnefs  ; 

Tell  law  it  is  contention. 
And  if  they  yield  replye. 
Then  give  them  flill  the  lye. 

Tell  fortune  of  her  blindnefs  ; 

Tell  nature  of  decay ; 
Tell  friendfhip  of  unkindnefs ; 

Tell  juftice  of  delay. 
And  if  they  do  replye. 
Then  give  them  all  the  lye. 

Tell  artes  they  have  no  foundnefs. 

But  vary  by  efteeminge  ; 
Tell  fkollers  lack  profoundnefs. 

And  ll:and  too  much  on  feeminge. 

If 
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If  artes  and  fkollers  replye. 
Give  artes  and  il^ollers  the  lye. 

Tell  faith  its  fled  the  cittye  ; 

Tell  how  the  country  errethe  ; 
Tell  manhood  fhakes  of  pytie  ; 

Tell  virtue  leaft  preferreth. 
And  if  they  do  replye. 
Spare  not  to  give  the  lye. 

So  when  thou  haft,  as  I 

Commanded  thee,  done  blabbing ; 
Althoughe  to  give  the  lye 

Deferves  no  lefs  than  flabbing. 
Yet  flab  at  thee  who  will. 
No  flab  the  foul  can  kill. 


^PARODY    on    the   Foregoing. 
IVritten  in   176^, 

/^  O,  truth,  unwelcome  guefl:  I 
VJ       Upon  a  thanklefs  errant ; 
Fear  not  to  touch  the  befl, 

For  truth  is  a  fafe  warrant. 
Go,  fince  thou  needs  mufl  die. 
And  give  them  all  the  lie. 


Go 
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Go,    tell  the  Tory  faction. 
Now  in  their  noontide  hour, 

England  won't  bear  an  adtion 
Of  an  arbitrary  power. 

If  Tories  fhould  reply. 

Give  Tories  all  the  lie. 

Go,  tell  th'  ennobl'd  Thief, 
While  cares  opprefs  him  mofl:, 

He  ne'er  (liall  tafte  relief 

From  guilt from  Ayliue's  ghofl. 

And  if  the  Thief  reply, 

Then  give  the  Thief  the  lie. 

Go,  tell  the  Scotlifh  Thane, 
Rais'd  high  by  r luff. 

That  luft  fhall  prove  his  bane, 
And  lay  him  in  the  dufl. 

And  fhould  the  Thane  reply. 

Then  fay,  Proud  Thane,  you  lie. 

Go,  tell  the  immortal  Pitt, 
Author  of  England's  glory, 

He  (hall  recorded  fit 

Foremofl  in  future  ilory. 

♦     #     *     Catera  defunt. 


The 
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rhe    DIAMOND. 

^      F    A    B    L    E. 

LO  N  G  on  Golconda's  fhore  a  diamond  lay 
Negle^led,    rough,    conceal'd  in    common 

clay : 
By  every  paflenger  defpis'd  and  fcorn'd. 
The  latent  jewel  thus  in  fecret  mourn'd, 
**  Why  am  I  thus  to  fordid  earth  confin'd, 
**  Why  fcorn'd  and  trod  upon  by  every  hind  ? 
*'  Were  thefe  bright   qualities,    this  glitterring 

**  hue, 
*'  And  dazzling  luftre,  never  meant  for  view  ? 
"  Wrapt  in  eternal  (hade  if  I  remain, 
*'  Thefe  fhining  virtues  were  beftow'd  In  vain.'* 
As  thus  the  long-ncgle6led  gem  difplay'd 
Its  worth  and  wrongs,  a  flcilful  artifl:  flray'd 
By  chance  that  way,  and  faw  with  eurious  eye, 
Tho'  much'  obfcur'd,  th'  unvalu'd  treafure  lie. 
He  ground  with  care,  he  polifh'd  it  with  art. 
And  call'd  forth  all  its  rays  from  every  part ; 
And  now  young  Delia's  neck  ordain'd  to  grace. 
It  adds  new  charms  to  beauty's  faireft  face. 

And 
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The  mind  of  man  negle<^ed  and  untaught. 
Is  this  rough  diamond  in  the  mine  unwrought  ; 
Till  education  lend  her  art,  unknown 
The  brightefl  talents  lie,  a  common  ftonc ; 
By  her  fair  hand  when  faiTiion'd,  the  new  mind 
Rifes  with  luftre,  poliQi'd  and  refin'd. 


rhe     F  A  R  M  E  R. 

O  Happy  he  I  happieft  of  mortal  men ! 
Who  far  remov'd  from  flavery   as    from 
pride, 
Fears  no  man's  frown,    nor  cringing  waits   to 

catch 
The  gracious  nothing  of  a  great  man's  nod : 
Where  the  lac'd  beggar  buftles  for  a  bribe. 
The  purchafe  of  his  honour  ;  where  deceit. 
And  fraud,  and  circumvention,  drell:  in  fmiles. 
Hold  (hameful  commerce,  and  beneath  the  malk 
Of  friendiliip  and  fmcerity,  betray. 
Him,  nor  the  ilately  manfion's  gilded  pride. 
Rich  with  whate"*er  the  imitative  arts, 
Painting  or  fculpture,  yield  to  charm  the  eye ; 
Nor  (hining  heaps  of  malTy  plate,  unwrought 
With  curious,  coflly  workman  (hip,  allure. 

Tempted 
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Tempted  nor  with  the  pride  nor  pomp  of  power. 

Nor  pageants  of  ambition,  nor  the  mines 

Of  grafping  avVice,  nor  the  poifon'd  fweets 

Of  pamper'd  luxury,  he  plants  his  foot 

With  lirmnefs  on  his  old  paternal  fields. 

And  ftands   unfliaken.      There   fweet  profpe^s 

rife 
Of  meadows  fmiling  in  their  flow'ry  pnde. 
Green  hills  and  dales,  and  cottages  embower'd. 
The  fcenes  of  innocence,  and  calm  delight. 
There  the  wild  melody  of  warbling  birds. 
And    cool   refrefhing   groves,     and    murmuring 

fprings. 
Invite  to  facred  thought,  and  lift  the  mind 
From  low  purfuits,  to  meditate  the  God  1 


On  Good  Humour.    Written  at  Eiow  School,  1729. 

TELL  me,  ye  fons  of  Phoebus,  what  is  this 
Which    all    admire,    but    few,    too   few 
pofTcfs  ? 
A  virtue  'tis  to  ancient  maids  unknown, 
"And   prudes,    who   fpy  all  faults   except   their 

own. 
Lov'd  and  defended  by  the  brave  and  wife, 
Tho'  knaves  ^bufe  it,  and  like  fools  defpife. 

K  Say, 
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Say,  Wyndham,  if  'tis  poflible  to  tell. 
What  is  the  thing  in  which  you  moft  excell  ? 
Hard  is  the  queflion,  for  in  all  yon  pleafe, 
Yet  fure  good-nature  is  your  nobleft  praife; 
Secur'd  by  this  your  parts  no  envy  move. 
For  none  can  envy  him,  whom  all  mufi  love. 
This  magic  pow'r  can  make  e'en  folly  pleafe, 
This  to  Pitt's  genius  adds  a  brighter  grace, 
And  fweetens  ev'ry  charm  in  Caelia's  face. 

Lyttelton. 


afe,   1 
ace,    t 
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L  u  c  I  A  N  '  s    Greek     Epigram* 

Infcrlhed  on  a  Column  erecled  in  a  Piece  of  Land, 
that  had  been  often  bought  and  fold-,  Imitated. 

I  Whom  thou  {t€^  begirt  with  towering  oaks, 
Was  once  the  property  of  John  o'Nokes ; 
On  him  profperity  no  longer  fmiles. 
And  now  I  feed  the  flocks  of  John  o'Stiles. 
My  former  mafler  call'd  me  by  his  name. 
My  prefent  owner  fondly  does  the  fame; 
"While  I,  alike  unworthy  of  their  cares. 
Quick  pafs  to  captors,  purchafers,  or  heirs. 
Let  no  one  henceforth  take  me  for  his  own. 
For  Fortune  !  Fortune  !  I  am  thine  alone. 
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A  Defcripikn    of  Spring   in  London. 

"^wTOW  new-made  filks  the  mercer's  window 
-^  ^  fliows, 

And  his  fprnce  'prentice  v/ears  his  Sunday  cloaths. 
His  annual  fuit  with  niceft  tafte  renew'd. 
The  reigning  cut  and  colour  flill  purfu'd. 
The  barrow  now,  with  oranges  a  fcore, 
Driven  by  at  once  a  gamefler  and  a  whore. 
No  longer  gulls  the  flripling  of  his  pence,,. 
Who  learns  that  poverty  is  nurfe  to  fenie. 
Much- injur 'd  trader  whom  the  law  purines. 
The  law  which  wink'd,    and   beckon'd    to  the 

Jews, 
Why  Ihould  the  beadle  drive  thee  from  the  flreet  I 
To  fell  is  always  a  pretence  to  cheat. 
"  Large  flewing  oyAers"  in  a  deepening  groan. 
No  more  refounds,  nor  "  mufiels"  fhriiler  tone  ; 
Seven  days  to  labour  now  is  held  no  crime. 
And  Moll    "  new  mackrel"  fcreams  in  fermon- 

timc. 
In  ruddy  bunches  raddlilies  are  fpread. 
And  Nan   with   choice-pickt   fallads    loads   her 

head ; 
Now  in  the  fuperb  window  Chrlftmas  greeo. 
The  bays  and  holly,  are  no  longer  feen, 

.      K 1  But 
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But  fprigs  of  garden-mint  in  phials  grow. 
And  gatherM  laylocks  perifh  as  they  blow. 
The  truant  fchool-boy  now  at  eve  v/e  meet, 
Fatigu'd  and  fweating  thro'  the  crowded  ftreet, 
His  fhoes  embrown'd  at  once  with  dufl  and  clay^ 
¥7ith   white- thorn  loaded,    which  he  takes  for 

May ; 
Round  his  flapp'd  hat  in  rings  the  cowflips  twine. 
Or  in  cleft  oficrs  form  a  golden  line. 
On  milk- pail  rear'd  the  borrow'd  falvers  glare, 
7bpp'd  with  a  tankard,  which  two  porters  bear, 
R^eeking,  they  flowly  toil  o'er  rugged  floncs, 
And  joylefs  beldam.es  dance  with  aking  bones  : 
IMore  blithe  the  powder'd  tye-wig'd  fons  of  foot 
Trip  to  the  (hovel  with  a  fhoelefs  foot. 
In  gay  Vaux-hall  now  faunter  beaux  and  belles,. 
And  happier  cits  refort  to  Sadler's-wells. 

On      HAPPINESS. 

OHapplnefs,  where's  thy  refort  ? 
Amidfi:  the  fplendor  of  a  court  I 
Or  doll:  thou  more  delight  to  dwell 
tVith  humble  hermit  in  his  cell, 
Jn  fearch  of  truth  ?  or  d oft  thou  rove 

Thro'  Plato's  academic  groy«^ 

Or 
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Or  elfe,  with  Epicurus  g.iy, 

Laugh  at  the  farces  mortals  play  ? 

Or  with  the  Graces,  doft  thou  lead 

The  fportive  dance  along  the  mead  ? 

Or  in  Bellona's  bloody  car, 

Exult  amidil  the  fcenes  of  war  ? 

No  more  I'll  fearch,  no  more  I'll  mind  thee. 

Fair  fugitive  ; 1  cannot  find  thee  ! 


The  Conqueror  and  the  Old  Woman,     ^  Fable. 

A    Perfian  monarch,  one  of  thofe 

Whofe  great  ambition  knew  no  bound  5 
Some  Cyrus,  or  Darius  we'll  fuppofe. 

In  whom  no  other  vice  was  found, 
If  we  dare  name  ambition  fo, 
For  fome  doubt  whether  it  be  vice  or  no ; 
I  have  not  time  at  prefent  to  confute. 
So  grant  the  queftlon  rather  than  difpute. 
This  Sophi  far  and  wide  his  conquells  fpread  5 

Full  thirty  crowns,  or  more. 
Were  pil'd  on  his  anointed  head, 

And  yet  the  weight  with  eafe  he  bore; 
For  'twas  his  great  and  chief  dc]ight 

To  break  the  yoke  his  vanquifh'd  fubje<fls  wore, 
4>Qd  make  their  burden  light, 

K I  /\tt^Q- 
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Attentive  to  the  voice  of  the  diflrefs'd, 
Juftice  and  virtue  flourilh'd  in  his  reign  ; 
When  from  the  confines  of  his  vaft  domain 

A  good  old  woman  who  had  been  opprefs'd. 
Came  to  the  footftool  of  his  throne 

To  have  her  grievances  redrefs'd ; 
And  thus  in  piteous  tragic  tone 

His  majefty  addreis'd  : 
*'  Encourng'd  by  your  fame,  I  come  from  far; 
**  Sir,  you're  our  king  by  right  of  war  ; 
"  By  right  of  fubjecl  I  for  jufdce  fue  ; 
*'  I  claim  it  ;  and  you'll  grant  it  ;   'tis  my  due. 
*'  My  daughjier  ravidi'd,  and  my  houfe  defaoy'd, 
**  And  all  by  one  whom  you  employ'd 
**  To  a£l  the  king  in  place  of  you." 
*'  I  doubt  not  but  ail  this  is  true," 

The  confcious  prince  replied; 
*'  But  fo  far  ofF,  what  can  I  do  ? 

*'  To  make  my  people  happy-is  my  pride  ; 

*'  And  yet  I  cannot  every  where  refide. 
**  iThe  fun,  which  all  the  world  furrounds, 
*'  Shines  and  enlivens  but  to  certain  bounds ; 
*'  The  reft  are  dark  and  cold." 
V  That's  argued  ill,  if  I  may  be  fo  bold," 

Return'd  the  matron  to  the  fovereign, 
**  'Twas  weak  to  grafp  at  what  you  cannot  hold, 

"  And  conquer  more  than  you  can  govern.'* 

While 
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While  o'er  the  fea  of  life  we  take  our  trip, 
Kings   are   by   heaven   commiiTion'd    to  com- 
mand ; 

Captains,  not  owners  Ox^  the  (liip, 

'Tis  theirs  to  fteer  the  people  fafe  to  land  ; 

And  when  the  bark  with  prudence  they  convey. 

We  row  with  pleafure,  and  with  pride  obey. 


The  Ccurii'^r's  Creed.      Written    in   the  Year 
1731  ;  and  never  before  printed. 

T  Believe  in  K.  G.  If.  the  greatefl  captain  and 
•^  the  wifefl:  monarch  between  heaven  and  earth  ; 
and  in  Sir  R.  Walpole  his  only  minifter,  our  lord  ; 

who   was  begotten  by  B- — ■■ —  the  a y,  born 

of  Mrs.  Walpole  of  Houghton,  accufed  of  cor- 
ruption ;  was  convifled,  expelled,  and  impri? 
foned ;  he  went  down  into  Norfolk  the  third  year ; 
he  came  up  again,  got  into  the  adminiflration, 
and  now  fits  .at  the  head  of  the  Treafury,  from 
whence  he  fliall  pay  all  thofe  who  vote  as  they 
are  bid. 

I  believe  in  Horace's  treaties,   the  fanBity  ot 
the  bifliops,    the  independency  of  the  lords,  the 

integrity 


(13^) 

integrity  of  the  commons ;  and  I  look  for  r^- 
ftitution  from  the  Spaniards,  difcharge  of  the 
public  debts,    and  peace  everlafiing. 


Amen. 


77;^  Art  of  Coquetry,     By   Mrs.    Charlott2 
Lenox. 

YE   lovely    maids  !    whofc    yet   unpraflis'd 
hearts 
Ne'er  felt  the  force  of  love's  rcfiftlefs  darts ; 
Who  juflly  fet  a  value  on  your  charms, 
Pow'r  all  your  wifli,  but  beauty  all  your  arms ; 
"Who  o'er  mankind  would  fain  exert  your  fway. 
And  teach  the  lordly  tyrant  to  obey  ; 
Attend  my  rules,  to  you  alone  addrefl, 
Deep  let  them  fink  in  every  female  breall. 
I'he  queen  of  love  herfelf  my  bofom  fires, 
Aflifls  my  numbers,  and  my  thoughts  infpires ; 
Pvle  (he  inftrufted  in  each  fecret  art. 
How  to  en  (lave  and  keep  each  vanquidi'd  heart ; 
The  %h  that   heaves  by   fleaith,     the  Aarting 

tear, 
The  melting  langiiKh,  the  obliging  fear. 

Half. 
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Half-ntter'd  widies,.  broken,  kind  replies, 
And  all  the  filent  eloquence  of  e5'es ; 
To  teach  the  fair  by  various  wiles  to  move 
The  foften'd  foul,  and  lead  the  heart  to  love. 
Proud   of    her  charms,    and  confcious  of   hcjT 

face, 
The  haughty  beauty  calls  forth  every  grace, 
With  fierce  defiance  throws  the  killing  dart ; 
By  force  flie  wins,  by  force  flie  keeps  the  heart. 
The  witty  fair  a  nobler  game  purfues, 
Aims  at  the  head,  but  the  rapt  foul  fubdues. 
The  languid  nymph  enflaves  Vv'ith  fofter  art, 
With  fweet  neg]e(fl  fhe  fleals  into  the  heart, 
Slowly  file  moves  her  fwimming  eyes  around. 
Conceals  the  fhaft,  but  meditates  the  wound ; 
,  Her  gentle  languifliments  the  gazers  move. 
Her  voice  is  mufic,  and  her  looks  are  love  : 
To  few  tho'  nature  may  thefe  gifts  unpart. 
What  (lie  with-holds,  the  wife  can  win  from  art. 
Then  let  your  airs  be  fuited  to  her  face, 
Nor  to  a  languifh  tack  a  fprighdy  grace. 
The  fhort  round  face,    brifk  eyes,  and  auburn 

hair, 
Mufl  fmiling  joy  in  every  motion  wear, 
The  quick  unfettled  glance  mufl  deal  around, 
^Ide  all  defjgn,  and  feem  by  chance  to  wound. 

Dark 
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Dark  rolling  eyes  a  languifli  may  aflume, 
Thefe  the  foft  looks  and  melting  air  become  : 
The  penfive  head  upon  the  hand  reclin'd, 
As  if  fome  fvveet  diforder  fiU'd  the  mind ; 
Let  the  heav'd  breafl  a  flriiggling  figh  reflrain, 

,  And  feem  to  flop  the  falling  tear  with  pain. 
The  youth,  who  all  the  foft  diftrefs  believes. 
Soon  wants  the  kind  compaffion  that  he  gives ; 
But  beauty,  wit,  and  youth  may  fometimes  fail. 
Nor  always  o'er  the  flubborn  foul  prevail ; 
Then  let  the  fair  one  have  recourfe  to  art ; 
Who  cannot  florm,  may  undermine  the  heart. 
Fird  form  your  artful  looks  with  fludious  care, 
From  mild  to  grave,  from  tender  to  fevere ; 
Oft  on  the  carelefs  youth  your  glances  dart, 
A  tender  meaning  let  each  glance  im.part. 
"Whene'er    he   meets   your   looks,    with   modefl 

pride. 
And  foft  con fu (ion  turn  your  e5^es  afide; 
Let  a  foft  figh  ileal  out,  as  if  by  chance. 
Then  cautious  turn,  and  fleal  another  glance. 

~  Caught  by  thefe  arts,  with  pride  and  hope  elate. 
The  deflin'd  viflim  rufhes  on  his  fate: 
Pleaf 'd,  his  imagin'd  viflory  purfues, 
'And  the  kind  maid  with  foft  attention  views; 
Contemplates  now  her  (hape,  her  air,  her  face, 
And  thinks  each  feature  wears  an  added  grace; 

--    Till 
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Till  gratitude,  which  firft  his  bofom  proves, 
By  flow  degrees  fublim'd,  at  length  he  loves 
'Tis  harder  ftill  to  fix,   than  gain  a  heart ; 
What's  v/on  by  beauty,  mufi:  be  kept  by  art. 
Too  kind  a  treatnr.ent  the  bleft  lover  cloys, 
And  oft  defpair  the  growing  flame  deftroys  : 
Sometimes  with  fmiles   receive  him,    fometimes 

tears. 
And  wifely  balance  both  h/is  hopes  and  fears. 
Perhaps  he  mourns  bis  ill-requited  pains. 
Condemns  your  iway,    and  flrives  to  break  his 

chains  ; 
Behaves  as  if  he  now  your  fcorn  defy'd. 
And  thinks  at  Icaft  he  ihall  alarm  your  pride  : 
But  with  indifference  view  the  feemed  change. 
And  let  your  eyes  to  feek  new  conquefts  range ; 
While  his  torn  breafl:  with  jealous  fuj-y  burns, 
He  hopes,  defpair?,   adores,  and  hates  by  turns ; 
With  anguifh  now  repents  the  v/eak  deceit. 
And  powerful  paffion  bears  him  to  your  feet. 
Strive  not  the  jealous  lover  to  perplex, 
111  fuits  fnfpicion  with  that  haughty  fex  ; 
Raflily  they  judge,  and  always  think  the  worfl:. 
And  love  is  often  banifh'd  by  diftrufl: : 
To  thefe  an  open  free  behaviour  wear. 
Awful  difguife,  and  feem  at  lead  lincere; 

Whene'er 
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Whene'er  you  meet,  afFe(Sl  a  glad  furprize. 
And  give  a  melting  foftnefs  to  your  eyes  : 
By  fome  unguarded  word  your  love  reveal, 
And  anxloudy  the  rifing  bludi  conceal. 
By  arts  like  thefe  the  jealous  you  deceive. 
Then  mofl  deluded  when  they  moft  believe. 
But  while  In  all  you  feek  to  raife  defire. 
Beware  the  fatal  paffion  you  infpire ; 
Each  foft  intruding  wifh  in  time  reprove. 
And  guard  againfi  the  fweet  invader  love. 
Not  for  the  tender  were  thefe  rules  defign'd. 
Who  ia  their  faces  fliow  their  yielding  mind  : 
W^hofe  ej'es  a  native  languifhment  can  wear, 
Whofe    fmiles    are    artlefs,     and     whofe    blulli 

fincere  ; 
But  for  the  nymph  who  liberty  can  prize. 
And  ^» indicate  the  triumph  of  her  eyes  : 
Who  o'er  mankind  a  haughty  rule  maintains, 
Whofe  wit  can  manage  what  her  beauty  gains : 
Such  by  thefe  arts  their  empire  may  improve, 
And  unfubdu'd  controul  the  world  by  love, 


Oi% 
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On  the  Death  0/  Y  O  R  I  C  K,  the  Reve- 
rend Mr,  Sterne,  Author  of  Triftram 
Shandy,  &c. 

"^XriTH  wit  and  genuine  humour  to  difpel, 

'  ^     From  the  defponding  bofom,  gloomy  care^ 
And  bid  the  guPning  tear,  at  the  fad  tale 
Of  haplefs  love  or  filial  grief,  to  flow 
From  the  full  fympathifing  heart,  were  thine 
Thefe  powers,    O    Sterne  !    But  now   thy    fate 

demand 
(No  plumage  nodding  o'er  the  emblazon 'd  hearfe^ 
Proclaiming  honours,  where  no  virtue  fhone) 
But  the  fad  tribute  of  the  heart-felt  figh. 
What,  tho'  no  taper  caft  its  deadly  ray. 
Or  the  full  choir  fing  requiems  o'er  the  tomb. 
The  humbler  grief  of  friend P.iip  is  not  mute. 
And  poor  Maria,  with  her  faithful  kid. 
Her  auburn  trefTes  carelefsly  cntwin'd 
With  olive  foliage,  at  the  clofe  of  day 
Shall  chant  her  plaintive  vefpcrs  at  thy  grave. 
Thy  fliade  too,  gentle  monk,  'mid  awful  night 
Shall  pour  libations  from  its  friendly  .eye; 
For  erft  his  fweet  benevolence  beflow'd 
Its  generous  pity,  and  bedew'd  with  tears 
The  fod,  whicli  refled  oa  the  aged  breafl. 

Epitaph 
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Epitaph  on  Mr,  Qjj  in.     By  Mr.  G  a  R  R  i  c  K. 
HAT  tongue,    which  fet   the   table  on  a 


T 


roar, 

And  charm'd  the  pub'ic  ear,  is  heard  no  more  ! 
Clos'd  ure  tbofe  eyes,   the  harbingers  of  wit, 
Which  fpoke,    before  the  tongue,  what  Shake- 

fpeare  writ. 
Coldarethofe  hands,  which,  living,  were  flretch'd 

forth. 
At  friend fhip's  call,  to  faccour  modell:  worth. 
Here   lies  James  Quin !    deign,    reader,    to   be 

taught, 
(Whate'er  thy  ftrength  of  body,  force  of  thought. 
In  nature's  happiefl  mould  however  cafl) 
To  this  complexion  thou  mud  come  at  iall:. 


On  the  Friend/hip  of  ttvo  yoiin^  Ladies ^   1730. 

HAIL,    beauteous   pair,    whom   friendfliip 
binds 
In  fofteil:,  yet  in  Pronged  ties  ; 
Soft  as  the  temper  of  ^^owx  minds. 
Strong  as  the  luilre  of  your  eyes : 

So 
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So  Venus's  doves  in  couples  fly, 

And  friendly  fleer  their  equal  courfe  ; 

Whofe  feathers  Cupid's  fhafts  fupply. 
And  wing  them  with  refiftlefs  force. 

Thus  as  you  move  love's  tender  flame, 
Like  that  of  friend  fliip,  paler  burns; 

Both  our  divided  pafiion  claim. 

And  friends  and  rivals  prove  by  turns. 

Then  eafe  yourfelves  and  blefs  mankind, 
Friendfliip  fo  curfl  no  more  purfue  : 

In  wedlock's  rofy  bow'r  you'll  find 
The  joys  of  love  and  friendfhip  too. 


A     MAN     in     LOVE. 

V Homme  qui  7ie  fe  trouve  point  6"   ne  fe  troti^ 
v^ra  jamais. 

By  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montague. 

TH  E  man  who  feels  the  dear  difeafe  , 
Forgets  himfelf,  negleds  to  pleafe  : 
The  crowd  avoids,  and  feeks  the  groves, 
And  much  he  thinks  when  much  he  loves ; 

Frefs'd 


(     144     ) 

Prefs'd  with  alternate  hope  and  fear. 

Sighs  in  her  abfence,  fighs  when  flie  is  near. 

The  gay,  the  fond,  the  fair,  the  young, 

Thofe  trifles  pafs  unfeen  along  ; 

To  him  a  pert,  inlipid  throng. 

But  moft  he  fliuns  the  vain  coquet ; 

Contemns  her  falfe  afFefled  wit  : 

The  minflrels  founds  the  flowing  bowl 

Opprefs  and  hart  the  am'rous  foul ; 

'Tis  folitudc  alone  can  pleafe, 

And  give  fome  intervals  of  eafe  : 

He  feeds  the  foft  diflemper  there. 

And  fondly  courts  the  diHant  fair ; 

To  balls  the  filent  fliade  prefers, 

And  hates  all  other  charms  but  hers. 

When  thus  your  abfent  fwain  can  do, 

Molly,  you  may  believe  him  true. 


An    INSCRIPTION. 

Written  upon  one  of  the   Tubs   in    Ham  IValks , 
September  MDCCLX. 

ARK  was  the  flcy  with  many  a  cloud, 
The  fearful  lightnings  flafh'd  around, 
Low  to  the  blaft  the  foreft  bow'd, 

And  bellowing  thunders  rock'd  the  ground  ; 

Faft 
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Fafl:  fell  the  rains  upon  my  head, 
And  weak  and  weary  were  my  feet, 

When,   lo  !  this  hofpitable  fhed 
At  length  fupplied  a  kind  retreat. 

That  in  fair  memory's  faithful  page 
The  bard's  efcape  may  flourlfh  long, 

Yet  fhuddering  from  the  tempefl's  rage. 
He  dedicates  the  votive  fong. 

For  ever  facred  be  the  earth    . 

From  whence  the  tree  its  vigour  drew  ! 
The  hour  that  gave  the  feedling  birth  ! 

The  foreft  where  the  fcyon  grew  ! 

Long  honour 'd  may  his  allies  refl-, 
Who  firft  the  tender  fhoot  did  rear  J 

Bleft  be  his  name  !— — But  doubly  blefl 
The  friendly  hand  that  plac'd  it  here  ! 

O  ne'er  may  war,  or  wind,  or  wave. 
This  pleafurable  fcene  deform, 

JBut  time  flill  fpare  the  feat  which  gav« 
The  poet  ilielter  from  the  florm. 


T.  A   SONG. 
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A     SONG.      By  a  Noble  Lord, 

T^  ESOLV'D,  as  her  poet,  of  Calia  to  fing, 
'*'^  For  ideas  of  beauty  I   fearch'd  thro'  the 

fpring  J 
To  flowers  foft  blooming  compared   the  fweet 

maid ; 
But  flowers,  tho'  blooming,  at  evening  may  fade. 

Of  fun-fhine  and  breezes  I  next  thought  to  write, 
Of  the   breezes  fo   foft,    and  the   fun-fhine  fo 

bright ; 
But  thefe  with  my  fair  no  refemblancc  will  hold, 
For  the  fun  fets  at  night,  and  the  breezes  grow 

cold. 

The  clouds  of  mild  ev'ning  array'd  in  pale  blue. 
While  the  fun- beams  behind  them  peep'd  glitter- 
ing thro', 
Tho*  to  rival  her  charms  they  can  never  arife. 
Yet,  methought,  they  looked  fomething  like  Cae- 
lia's  fweet  eyes. 

Thefe  beauties  are  tranfient,  but  Calia's  will  laft, 
Whea  fpring,  and  whea  ftfeuner,   and  autumn 
are  pafl ; 
3  Tot 
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For  fenfe  and  good  humour  no  feafon  dlfarms, 
And  the  foul  of  my  Cselia  enlivens  her  charms. 

At  length,  on  a  fruit-tree  a  bloflbm  I  found. 
Which  beauty   difplayed,  and  fhed  fragrance  a- 

round, 
I  then  thought   the  mufes    had    fmiPd  on   my 

pray'r, 
This  bloITom,  I  cry'd,  will  refemble  my  fair  ! 

Thefe  colours  fo  gay,  and  united  fo  well, 
This  delicate  texture  and  ravifliing  fmell. 
Be  her  pcrfon's  fweet  emblem  !  but  where  fliall  I 

find 
In  nature  a  beauty  that  equals  her  mind  I 

This  blofTom  fo  pleafing,  at  fummer's  gay  call, 
Muft  languidi  at  firfl,  and  muft  afterwards  fall. 
But  behind  it  the  fruit,  its  fuccefTor,  fhall  rife. 
By  nature  difrob'd  of  its  beauteous  difguife. 

So  Cselia,  when  youth,  that  gay  blofTom,  is  o'er, 
By  her  virtues  improv'd  fliall  engage  me  the  more, 
Shall   recall    ev'ry    beauty    that   brighten'd   her 

prime. 
When  her  merit  is  ripen'd  by  love  and  by  time. 

L  ^  J  O  H  Nj 
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John,  ths  English   Footman,     A  Tale, 

TH  E  Ghimlng  bells  from  ev'ry  fteeple 
Proclaim'd  to  well-difpofed  people,' 
That  they  mufl  be  repairing  fooa 
To  fervice  of  the  afternoon  : 
That  is — it  now  was  almofl:  three; 
My  lord,  ftili  at  his  morning  tea, 
(For  it  was  Sunday,  and  you  know 
What  then  good  folks  of  fafhion  do) 
My  lady  holds  engaged  in  chat, 
In  blaming  this,  reforming  that : 
"  Since,  my  dear  lord,  at  your  command, 
**  1  took  the  management  in  hand, 
"  You  know,  'twas  always  my  endeavour, 
"  Your  houfe  fhould  be  polite  and  clever. 
**  How  well  your  dignity  it  fuits 
**  To  have  difcharg'd  your  Englifli  brutes  I 
"  I  think,  there  now  remains  but  one — 
"  And  he,  becaufe  your  tenant's  fon  ! 
"  Muft  we  be  plagu'd  with  fuch  a  fot 
*'  In  complaifance  to  farmer  Trot  ?'* 
My  lord  replies, — "  Trot  pays  his  rent, 
"  And  can  make  votes  to  parliament : 
**  And  often  fends  us  chines  and  turkies  j 
[*  And  John,  too,  capable  of  work  is. 

— "  Send 


! 
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-^'  Send  him  to  work  then  in  your  ftuble— 
Oh  !  fuch  a  wretch  to  wait  at  table  I 
Indeed,-  my  dear,  it  gives  me  pain. 
To  fee  him  (hock  the  Gens  de  hien 
With  toes  turn'd  in,  and  awkward  mien  ! 
So  this  I  do  infift  upon. 
That  he  immediately  be  gone  !'* 
Since  'tis  your  pleafure,  go  he  mufl:^^ 
Yet  to  affign  fome  caufe — were  jufl— 

At  leaft  v/hat  plaufible  may  feem 

And  that's  confiftent  with  my  fcheme. 

In  the  militia  we  will  fwear  him  ; 

I'll  write  to  Fielding  not  to  fpare  him  : 

Thefe  purpofes  will  anfwer  doubl-e, 

Firfl,  in  difcharging  you  of  trouble. 

And  in  procuring  me  the  merit 

Of  afling  with  a  gen'rous  fpirit : 

My  lord  (they  fay)  don't  even  fpare, 

His  own  domeflics  from  the  war. 

How  ardent  for  the  public  weal  i 

Example  rare  of  noble  zeal  I 

But,  let  us  found  him  fir  ft,  to  knov/ 

Whether  the  rogue*s  inclin'd  to  go ; 

If  you,  my  dear,  approve  the  meafure,**— 

Yes — call  him  up" My  lord,  your  pleafure. 

John,  thou'rt  a  fellow  tail  and  lufty, 
Of  heart  right  found,  and  courage  trufty  ; 

L  3  ^*  Oa 
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^'  Can  you  yourfelf  in  humour  bring 
*'  To  ferve  your  country  and  your  king, 
**  And  flrait  fome  juftice  go  before, 
"  In  the  militia  to  be  fwore  ?" 

Militia  ! what  is  that,  my  lord  ? 

I  do  not  underftand  the  word — 

*'  Why,  John,  it  means  the  French  (ah,  hang  'em  !) 

*'  Soundly  whene'er  you  meet  to  bang  'em" — 

Is  that  the  cafe  ? with  all  my  heart — 

ril  do  my  bell:  to  play  my  part — 

John  flrait  retires  with  awkward  airs. 

And  meets  the  valet  on  the  Aairs, 

Whom  he  accofls  with  one  falute 

Of  rightly  pois'd,  elaftic  foot. 

Which  fent  Monfieur  a  headlong  falling. 

And  left  him  at  the  bottom  fprawling. 

My  lord's  Frifeur  he  next  attacks 

With  frequent  cuffs,  and  Englifli  thwacks  : 

And  while  he  drefs'd  my  lady's  tete 

John  curl'd  his  locks  and  comb'd  his  pate. 

Then  hurrying  in  the  kitchen  goes. 

And  bafles  the  cook,  and  tweaks  his  nofe  ; 

^'  Vat  be  de  matter,  villian,  rogue, 

*'  Me  kill  you,  thou  one  Englifh  dog !" 

Soho,    quoth  John,  Monfieur  Ragou, 

Since  you  thus  froth  and  fputter  fo, 

I  mud  apply  my  drudger  too  -, 
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If  that  won^t  do — you  fliall,  nnplty'd, 

Be  fcnt  to  Garrick  to  be  fpitted  I 

Janton  he  next  attacks,  and  throws 

Over  her  head  at  once  her  cloaths : 

(And  (fad  difafter  !)  found — to  (hock  one, 

That  poor  Janton  had  no  fmock  on  !) 

Who  hurries  flrait  to  Ma'molfellc 

Enrag'd  her  loud  complaints  to  tdl, 

Who  interfering  in  the  rout  j 

^'  Fine  vark  indeed  dis,  Maitre  Trotte  ! 

"  I'll  do  your  bus'nefs  flrait,"  fhe  cries. 

And  up  ftairs  to  my  lady  flies, 

And  fcarce,  quite  out  of  breath,  could  fay, 

"  EA  f  qiielles  barbareSy  quelles  fots  Anglois  f 

*^  Trot  has  been  making  fuch  a  riot '!" 

The  fcoundrel  Trot  ?  lord,  lady  cry  out — 

Your  Valet — Cook and  Frifeur  bang'd  I 

Send  him  to  Fielding  to  be  hang'd  ! 

"  And  in  the  fight  of  the  poftilion 
*'  O'er  Ja-nton's  head  call  her  cotilhn ; 
*'  And  vat  vas  varfCf  h  mon  furprife^ 

"  Pauvre  Janton  had  no  Chemife' 

Go  hang  him  without  judge  or  jury, 
Cries  out  my  lady  in  a  fury. 
John  fummon'd  now  before  'em  all^ 
With  aching  heart  attends  the  call, 

•      L  4  f  *  Frifon^ 
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^'  Fripon,  poltroHi  vile  Engliih  varlet," 

My  lady  fcreams,  as  red  as  fcarlet ; 

While  the  foft  voice  of  Ma'moifelle 

With  poll  and  lap-dog  join  the  yell. 

Poor  John,  confus'd  with  wild  difma}^ 

Trembling,  and  fanlt'ring,  fcarce  could  fay. 

Only— one  word— my  lord,  I  pray. 

I'm  forry  thus  to  have  offended. 

But  I  no  harm  at  all  intended. 

Your  lordlhip's  orders,  and  my  oath. 

You  know,  my  lord,  oblige  me  both 

To  maul  the  French,  to  bang  and  beat  'em 

In  whatfoever  place  I  meet  'em. 

*'  Hold,  John — you  quite  miflake  the  matter, 

^'  But  not  on  this  fide  of  the  water  ; 

^^  In  Flanders  beat  'em  if  you  can  ; 

^'  And  there  you'll  fnew  yourfelf  a  man. 

*^  Or  if  they  ever  fhould  be  found 

"  To  land  their  force  on  Britifh  ground, 

"  Why  then  you  might  exert  your  fallies 

**  To  drive  'em  back  again  to  Calais. 

**  The  French  fo  ever  degage, 

^  So  airy,  gay,  polite,   and  tree, 

"  Tho'  objeft  of  the  vulgar  fpite, 

"  By  long  prefcription  have  a  right 

"  To  the  proteflion  of  the  great, 

•*  Who  live  in  alBuence  and  ftate  : 

^'  Whom 
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'*  Whom  our  domeftics,  when  we  flyle  'em^ 

*'  Our  houfes  are  their  fure  afylum  ; 

^'  Their  chara61ers  are  facred  there ; 

^*  So  thatp  if  faucy  fcoundrels  dare 

■ '  T'  infult  their  perfons,  or  to  bait  'em, 

**  '  Pis  conftru'd  Scandalum  magnatian  ; 

^*  'Then  breach  of  privilege  enfues, 

"  With  fines,  imprifonments,   and  dues : 

"  Nor,  till  unto  our  wills  we  bend  'em, 

**  Can  habeas  corpus's  defend  'em. 

"  Therefore  for  your  prefumption,  Jo  bo, 

^'  Uncafe  this  moment — and  be  gone  !" 


The  Laitgh'mg  Philosopher. 

WHE^N  I  take  an  attentive  furvey  of  maa- 
kind. 
From  their  follies  and  vices  diverfion  I  find  ; 
Their  humours,  caprices,  their  whims  and  oddi 

ways, 
Senfations  of  mirth  in  me  conflantly  raife. 
Ev'ry  place   is  with  curious,    choice  chara<fl:crs 

llor'd. 
Which,  from  morning  to  night,    entertainment 
afford. 

Itl 
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In  each  lane,  in  each  alley,  court,  fquare,  row, 

or  flreet, 
Scenes  truly  Hogarthlan  I  fail  not  to  meet ; 
Scenes  which  would  not  in  many  a  mufcle  pro- 
voke. 
But  I,  from  the  dulleft  can  ftrike  out  a  joke. 
In  every  man's  motions  I  merriment  trace. 
And   can  laughter   extradl  from   the   difmallefl 

face. 
When  I  fee  men  and  women  induftrioufly  £hun 
Their  own  thoughts,  and  each  ev'ning  to  card* 

.  tables  run  ; 
When  dowagers,  drefs'd  up  like  girls  of  fifteen, 
In  the  front  of  a  fide  box  are  mad  to  be  feen ; 
When  a  blooming  young  creature  to  threefcore  i$ 

■ty'd. 
That  to  routs  and  to  plays  (he  in  diamonds  may 

ride  ; 
When  ladies,    to  fliew    their  no-learning,    talk 

Latin, 
And  tradefmen  their  fcabbards  adorn  with  white 

httin  ; 
When  a  poor  tallow-chandler,   deceased,  lies  in 

flate. 
Who  alive,  perhaps,  had  not  five  pounds  worth 

of  plate  i 

Whea 
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When  fat-headed  aldermen  fet  up  for  wit. 
With  laughter  my  fides  are  jufl:  ready  to  fplit: 
When  a  pert  Temple  beau  the  fine  gentleman 

apes. 
And  prentices  brag  of  their  duels  and  rapes  ; 
When  a  young  academic  afcends,  with  an  air, 
To  the  pulpit,  and  tries  to  attrafV  all  the  fair. 
And  ofr,  in  the  ihidft  of  his  flowYy  difcourfe. 
Looks  around    t©  obferve  if  his  eyes  have  had. 

force : 
When  travell'd  young  fops  talk  of  nothing  but 

France, 
When  old  maids  learn  to  fing,  and  grown  gentle- 
men dance  ; 
When    pious  Ned   Shuter   at    Whitefield's    ap- 
pears, 
I  laugh  till  my  eyes  are  bedimm'd  with  my  tears. 
When  women  negleft  their  domeftic  affairs. 
And  puzzle  their  heads  with  political  cares  ; 
When  with  zeal  patriotic  they  puddings  defpife. 
And  chatter  of  taxes^  and  loans^  ar>d  fupplies  ; 
When  thofe  who  have  nothing  to  lofe  fume  and 

fret 
At  the  lownefs  of  flocks  and  the  national  debt. 
And  rail  at  the  court  in  a  pafTionate  ftyle, 
I  hollow  fo  loud,  you  may  hear  me  a  mile. 

Tempo- 
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Tempora    Mutantur. 

TN  former  days  I've  heard  It  faid, 

'Ere  Grafton  was  in  place, 
A  difF'rent  fort  of  life  he  led. 
And  wore  a  different  face. 

His  cheek  with  patriotifm  glow'd. 

At  Wildman's  oft  he  din'd  ; 
To  liberty  he  plannM  the  road, 

And  was,  like  juftice,  blind. 

With  Temple,  and  with  Wilkes  was  feen, 

s 

The  glorious  caufe  wou'd  drink  : 
But  now,  fuch  names  create  the  fpketi. 
And  liberty  may  fink. 

Is  friendfhip  banifn'd  from  the  great  ? 

Are  there  no  honefl:  hearts  ? 
Thrice  happy  is  that  modern  flate. 

Thus  rul'd  by  men  of  parts  ; 

A  birth-day  fuit  might  now  take  place, 

Wou'd  fdence  all  repining  ; 
Courtiers  wear  honour  'Head  of  lace. 

And  honefty  for  lining. 

patriots 


Patriots  might,  then,  walk  hand  In  hand^ 

Thus  arm'd  tout  cap-a-pee  ; 
DilTention,  foon,  wou'd  quit  the  land. 

And  Wilkes  again  be  free. 


Th   WITCH:     J    FABLE. 

A     Witch,  that  from  her  ebon  chair 
•^  -^  Could  hurl  deftru6lion  thro*  the  air; 
Or,  at  her  all  commanding  will. 
Make  the  tumultuous  ocean  flill  5 
Once,  by  an  incantation  fell, 
(As  the  recording  Druids  tell) 
Pluck'd  the  round  moon,  whofe  radiant  lighs 
Silver'd  the  fobcr  noon  of  night, 
From  the  domain  (he  held  above, 
Down  to  a  dark  infernal  grove. 

,  Give  me,  the  goddefs  cry'd,  a  caufe 
Why  you  diflurb  my  facred  laws  ? 
Look  at  my  train — yon  wand 'ring  hofl  i 
See  how  the  trembling  flars  are  loft ! 
Through  the  ccelellial  regions  wide 
Why  do  they  range  without  a  guide  ? 

Chaos,' 


(     158     ) 

Chaos,  from  our  confufion,  may 
Hope  for  his  old  detefled  fway, 

I'm,  fays  the  Witch,  feverely  croll, 
Know  that  my  favourite  Squirrel's  lofl. 
Search — for  I'll  have  creation  torn, 
If  he*s  not  found  before  the  morn. 

Soon  as  tjie  impious  charge  was  given. 
From  the  tremendous  flores  of  heaven 
Jove,  with  a  bolt,  revengeful  ! — red  1 
Struck  the  detefled  monfler  dead. 

If  there  are  flaves  to  pity  blind, 
With  power  enough  to  plague  mankind. 
That  for  their  own  nefarious  ends. 
Tread  upon  freedom  and  her  friends. 
Let  them  beware  the  Witch's  fate  ! 
When  their  prefumption's  at  the  height 
Jove  will  his  angry  powers  affume, 
And  the  curs'd  mifcrcants  meet  their  doom. 

J.  Cunningham. 


j{^r  R H- —  the  P,  D,  of  W. 

Lines 
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Lines  to  Mr.  W  I  L  K  E  S.  By  Robert  Lloyd 
^  Weflminfler,  written  jujl  before  his  Death  ; 
and  not  printed  in  his  Works, 

WHAT  tho' opprefTion,  with  her  defperate 
tools 
Of  bold  mean  knaves,  and  weak  complyuig  fools, 
Send    it  abroad  ;    yet,    Wilkes,    thy    honour'd 

name. 
Built  on  the  folid  bafe  of  patriot  fame, 
Shall  in  truth's  page  to  latefl  years  defcend, 
And   babes   unborn    (Iiall    hail   thee   England's 

friend ; 
A  juft  reward  (liall  future  times  befloWy 
And  pay  thofs  honours  which  the  prefent  owe. 


The   REVIEW.     Written  in  the  Year  1 7 19  ; 
and  7iever  before  pri?ifed, 

I. 

SERENE  the  morn,  the  feafcwi  fine. 
Great  G advancing  on  the  plain. 

To  view  his  hofl:,  and  concubine, 
The  goodly  bleflings  of  his  reign ; 

CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 

%e  trumpets  found, 
The  courfers  bound. 

The  field  all  blaz'd  with  arms  ; 
His  Trojans  true. 
Their  ta<5licks  fhew. 
And  Helen  fhews  her  charms. 

11. 

The  gods  of  war,  and  love,  by  turns, 

Prefide  upon  his  phiz  j 
One  while  you  think  for  war  he  burns. 

Another  while  for  Mifs. 

m. 

You  think,  when  he  furveys  his  men, 
He'd  wafle  the  world  for  fame ; 

And  that  he'd  people  it  again, 
3Vhen  he  furveys  the  dame. 

IV. 

But  all  is  farce,  and  nothing  more, 
This  am'rous  martial  wight 

Age  won't  allow  t'enjoy  his  whore. 
Nor  courage  let  him  fight. 


Thi 
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J^ti    ODE   upon  the  prefent   Period  of  Timi^ 
By  the  Author  of  the  Ode  to  Lord  C m*^ 

T  N  times  like  thefe,  when  party  rage 
•^  Quickens  the  feeble  pulfe  of  age, 

And  fires  the  youthful  breafl ; 
When  confidence,  that  focial  chain. 
Which  link'd  the  faith  of  man  to  man, 

Shrinks  from  the  gen'rous  tefl ; 

When  ev'ry  organ,  fpring,  and  wheel, 
DeAin'd  to  move  the  public  weal. 

For  good  and  noble  ends  ; 
Forgetful  of  that  great  defign, 
A6t,  counterafl,  diflradl,  combine, 

As  power  recommends ; 

O  whither  fiiall  the  mufe  retreat 
To  feek  that  fafe-efl:abll(h'd  feat. 

Where  freedom  fpreads  her  wing  ? 
Where  can  fhe  breathe  her  honeft  fire, 
When  public  virtue  tunes  her  lyre. 

When  Grenville  bids  her  fing  ? 

•  See  the  fifft  part  of  the  New  foundliag  Hofpital  for  Wit, 
page  ii8, 

M  Ycr, 
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Yet,  ere  (he  leaves  this  ilormy  fcene. 
To  fly  to  profpe6ls  more  ferene, 

To  feats  ftill  calm  and  gay  • 
To  you,  her  genius,  refuge,  friend, 
(Titles  by  flatt'ry  unobtain'd) 

She  fends  a  parting  lay. 

There  is  a  fcafon,  men  agree, 
Fixt  by  the  laws  of  deftiny. 

To  nations,  as  to  man  ; 
la  this  precarious,  bounded  fpace 
They  meet  their  triumph  or  difgrace. 

As  rulers  a6l  and  plan. 

Let  us,  my  friend,  our  thoughts  convey. 
To  feafons  of  the  brightefl  da}^. 

Times  of  aufpicious  date  ; 
When  Britons  eafy  and  content. 
Felt,  in  the  hand  of  government. 

The  fafety  of  the  ftate. 

Experience  then,  mature  in  years, 
Train'd  from  the  cradle  to  affairs, 

Sat  a^ive  at  the  helm  ; 
Praflis'd  to  break  the  cafual  wave, 
Too  cautious  wantonly  to  brave 

Storms,  that  would  rilk  the  realm. 

«  Juflicc, 
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Juftlce,  too  prudent  to  believe,      •        ■  •      ■     •   • 
And  mercy,  panting  to  relieve, 

In  all  his  acflions  fprung  : 
The  laws  their  fettled  courfe  maintain'd. 
The  prince  belov'd  and  loving  reign'd,         •    ■ 

The  people  toil'd  and  fung. 

Whatever  Indians  treafure  yields 
From  mines  or  aromatic  fields. 

Rich  commerce  made  his  own  ; 
His  virtues  made  his  friends  revere. 
His  powers  taught  his  foes  to  fear. 

He's  great,  the  more  he's  known. 

Gods  !  what  a  golden  fcene  was  this. 
Of  public  fame,  of  private  blifs  ! 

But  hold,  delufive  fire 

The  morning  view  is  gone  and  pafl, 
The  bright  meridian's  overcafb. 
The  downy  hours  retire. 

Subjefi:  to  ev'ry  natural  ill 

That  fprings  from  impious,  lawlefs  will. 

From  paffion,  and  polution  ;  ,    ■ 

To  day,  the  nation's  glory  flies. 
To-morrow,  health  and  virtue  dies, 

^And  then 'tis  diffofution.- 

M  2  The 
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The  legal  fword,  and  equal  fcale 
Of  juflice,  unprote^led,  fail, 

The  martial  word  is  given  ; 
Wifdom,  in  vain,  may  drop  a  tear. 
And  piety  addrefs  her  prayer 

For  interpofmg  heaven. 

In  vain  pale  virgins,  in  defpair. 
To  freedom's  altar  may  repair. 

That  wonted  feat  of  reft  : 
There  ruffians  have  ufurp'd  her  name. 
And  men,  intrufted  with  her  fame. 

Alike  have  flabb'd  her  breaft. 

The  tumult  fpreads rank,  honour,  birth^ 

Are  levell'd  with  their  native  earth. 

Each  man,  as  Caefar's  great 

-Farewell  allegiance  to  the  throne. 
And  duty  due  to  kings  alone. 

Farewell  the  plumes  of  ftate  J 

Where  can  Britannia  find  a  friend  ? 
The  great  profefs,  the  good  commend, 

But -can't  avert  her  doom  : 
The  faithful  B — df — ds  all  proclaim 
**  Friendfliip  and  charity  the  fame, 

**  And  both  commence  at  hojne.^ 


MuA 
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Muft  Ihe  at  G— ft — ii's  feet  repine. 
Or  fue  to  G — ft — on's  concubine. 

With  flattery,  bribes^  or  tears  ? 
Bribes,  like  the  magic  of  champaign. 
Can  fleal  the  feeling  foul  from  pain. 

And  foothc  the  wound  of  cares. 

But  thefe,  however  well  defign'd. 
Like  opiums  to  the  fev'rifh  mind, 

Infnare  it  to  endure  : 
Waking  again,  it  raves  and  burns, 
Each  agonizing  paia  returns, 

Till  nature  works  the  cure. 

Come  then,  my  Grenville,  come  away, 
*Tis  criminal  to  lofe  a  day. 

With  talents  bright  as  thine  : 
Let  indolence,  on  beds  of  flowers, 
Confume  the  weary,  lagging  hours, 

A6lion's  thy  nobler  line. 

Like  Quintus,  at  his  country's  call, 
Hafte  to  avert  a  nation's  fall, 

Thy  abfence  figns  its  fate  : 
Felt  by  the  fenate's  loud  applaufe, 
Thy  manly  truths  fliall  plead  its  caufe, 

TThy  couafels  make  it  great, 

M  3  Haft?, 
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Hafle  to  coiTe6l  thefe  upflart  things, 
Thefe  modern  counfellors  of  k — gs, 

Who  toy  with  ftate,  and  pow'r  ; 
Expofe  the  lines  they  draw,  and  break, 
Blow  down  the  bafelefs  plans  they  make, 

Like  play- things  of  an  hour. 

This  gen'rous  courfe  of  glory  run, 
Fame  fhall  record  thy  triumph  won. 

The  mufe  her  tribute  pay  : 
Britannia  to  her  fons  fhall  tell, 
*'  That,  anxious  for  the  public  weal, 

"  Grenville  ne'er  loft  a  day.** 


A  Converfation  between  the  two  Heads  upon  Temple 
Bar ;  on  Occajion  of  the  Merchants  Addrefs^ 
March,  1769. 

SAYS  Townly  to  Fletcher,  What  caufes  thi$ 
rout? 
Pray  what  are  the  people  of  London  about  ? 
Such  noife  I  ne'er  heard — 'tis  a  fhame  and  dif- 


gface 


Kg  man  can  be  eafy  or  fafc  in  his  place. 

ru 


(     1^7     ) 

I'll  tell  you,  fays  Fletcher,  if  rightly  I  guefs, 
The  merchants  are  met  with  their  loyal  addrefs ; 
My  eyes  are  not  clear,  you  may  fairly  fuppofe ;  •■ 
But  it  fmells  pretty  flrong — I  can  truft  to  my 

nofe. 

Quoth  Townley,  gude  troth,  tho'  my  eyes  are 

but  dim, 
You  are  certainly  right,  for  there's  Eddy  B — m ; 
And,  as  I'm  alive,  there's  our  favourite  Charley,- 
And  afs-men,  and  mule-men,  and  W— -s,  and 

H— 1-y. 
"  What !  H— 1-y,  that  liv'd  in  the  city's  great 

"  houfe, 
*'  Who  made  all  the  mob  once  as  ftill  as  a  moufe  ?** 
"  Yes,    H-^l-y,    the  man (good  lord,   how 

"  the  folks  hoot !) 
"  The  man  that  feiz'd  petticoat,    gibbet,    and 

''  boot." 
*'  But  who's  he  before,  on  the  woundy  fine  horfe  ? 
*'  He's  as  flifPas  his  majefty  at  Charing-crofs.'* 
**  Why  he,    fir,    tho'  lately   and  blufl'ring   in 

*'  look, 
*'  Strip  off  his  fine  gear,  and  he's  only  a — Cook." 
"  And  who  are  all  thofe  whom  the  mobxreat 

**  uncivil  ? 
**  Why  Dutchmen,  and  Scotchmen,  and  Jews — 

'*  and  the  devil." 

M  4  **  Jews, 


(     i68    ) 

"  Jews,  Dutchmen,  and  Scotchmen,  prefent  an 

"  addrefs  ?" 
*'  Yes."— The  devil  was  right  then — he  cou'd 

do  no  lefs, 
Ap  addrefs  in  thefe  times  !— it  is  much,    very 

much 

An  Englifli  addrefs  carried  up  by  the  Dutch  !— 
'Tis  nat'ral  for  Scotchmen,  I  know,  to  rebel ; 
To  be  loyal-— ^'tis  flrange  ! — but  'tis  all  very 

well — 
This  ineenfe  of  brimllone  fome  nofes  may  fuit ; 

Tho'  Britons  diflike  it,  it  likes  my  Lord  B ^e. 

The  Macs  have  all  fleadily  join'd  in  the  work. 
All  the  Macs  in  the  city,  excepting  Mac  Quirk — 
But  fee  how  the  mob  there  are  breaking  their 

pates 
'Tis  time  that  we  flop  them,  fo  fhut  up  the  gates ; 
For  if  they  go  on  with  addrelTes  and  letters. 
We  mufl  ihortly  refign and  make  room  for 


our  betters. 


TEMPLE-BAR. 


4  Di4- 


(     1^9    ) 

A  Dialogue   at  St.  James's  Gate  on  tht 
fame  Occafion ;    between  a  Noble  Lord  and  the 
Mob 

Lord.  /^H !    Englifhmen,    Engllihrnen,   can't 

V^  you  be  quiet. 

For  your  wives  and  your  childrens  fake  do  not 

riot ; 

The  duty  I  owe  to  my  k and  to  you, 

Makes  me  beg  you'll  difperfe,  left  the  caufe  you 

fhould  rue. 
You've  infulted  the  crown,  and  for  thefe  honefl 

cits, 
You've  fcar'd  the  poor  gentlemen  out  of  their 

wits. 
When  they  mufler'd  at  'Change  they  were  decent 

and  clean, 
But  are  now  fo  bedaub'd  they're  not  fit  to  be  feen. 

I  am  fent  by  the  k to  entreat  you'll  difperfe  ; 

And  hark  ye,    you  fellow  there,  drive  off  that 

hearfe. 

If  you  don't  go  away  all  the  guards  will  be  fent, 

'Tis  a  defp'rate  ftep,  and  I  dread  the  event. 

I  fuppofe  you're  fet  on  by  fome  rafcal  or  other. 

And  have  had -money  given  you  to  make  all  this 

pother. 

Mob, 


.         f     170    ) 

Mob,  The   caufe   by  your  lordflilp  Is  falfely 
afcrib'd, 
For  tho'  we  are  poor,  yet  we  fcorn  to  be  brib'd, 
Befide  we  declare,  were  we  ever  fo  willing, 
We  don't  know  a  man  who  would  give  us  a  (hil- 
ling. 
Lord.  Now  I  vow  and  declare,  tho*  I  hate  all 
this  ftrife. 
Yet  the  people  of  England  I  love  as  my  life. 
I  would  down  on  my  knees  in  the  dirt  and  the 

mire. 
If  it  would  but  induce  you,  my  friends,  to  retire. 
Mob,  My  lord,  with  fubmiifion,  we  mufl  in- 
terpofe, 
Twere  a  terrible  pity  to  dirt  thefe  fine  cloaths. 
Lord.  My  cloaths  I  don't  mind,  and  as  for  the 
dirt, 
I  value  it  nor,  'tis  the  fafhion  at  court. 
I  know  you're  all  loyal,  I  wlfh  I  could  ferve  you. 
From  the  danger  that  threatens,  I  fain  would  pre- 

ferve  you  : 
So  I  beg  you'll  difperfe,  and  go  home  to  your 

wives, 
Nor  fooliOily  flay  at  the  rifk  of  your  lives : 
'   If  recourfe  mufl  be  had  to  the  milit'ry  power, 
I  dread  the  event  of  a  fingle  half-hour. 

If 


(     171     )  ' 

If  fuch  tumults  as  thefe  were  in  France  or  ia 

Spain, 
Five  hundred  by  this  time  had  furely  been  flain;, 
But  the  k —  loves  you  all  with  fuch  ardent  affec- 
tion, 
He  would  lay  down  his  life  for  the  people's  pro- 

tedtion. 
Mob,  Oh  God  blefs  the  k ,  he's  the  befl  of 

mankind. 
We  wi(h  thofe  about  him  were  all  of  his  mind. 
No  guards  would  be  wanting  to  keep  us  in  awe. 
As  we  honour  his  name,  and  we  reverence  the  - 

law. 
Let  eleflions  be  free,  and  whoever  we  chufe. 
His  feat  in  the  houfe,  you  (hould  never  refufe. 
And  if  great  men  were  honeft  the  poor  would  be 

quiet. 
So  yourfeh'es  you  may  thank  for  this  buflle  and 

riot. 
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FOR  WIT. 

PART    THE    FOURTH. 


MR.  GARRI  C  K, 

INVITED  AND    STRONGLY    PRESSED    TO    PASS    A 
WEEK  "  EN  FAMILLe"  AT  WARWICK  CASTLE, 
ARRIVES,  IS  SHEWN  THE  CURIOSITIES  LIKE 
A  COMMON  TRAVELLER,    TREATED 
WITH  CHOCOLATE,    AND  DIS- 
MISSED DIRECTLY; 

UPON    WHICH     HE     WROTE    THE     FOLLOWING 

VERSES. 

SOME  ftrollers  *  invited  by  Warwick's  kind  earl. 
To  his  caftle  magnificent  came, 
Prepared  to  refpedt  both  the  owner  and  feat. 
And  to  fhew  them  due  honour  and  fame. 

*  One  or  two  pcrfons  were  with  Mr.  Garnckt 

Part  IV,  B  Hk 
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His  chambers,  his  kitchen,  his  cellars,  they  praisM, 

But,  alas  !  they  foon  found  to  their  coft, 
That  if  they  expeded  to  feaft  at  his  houfe. 

They  reckoned  without  their  great  hoft. 
He  fliew'd  them  Guy's  pot,  but  he  gave  them  no  foup, 
-    No  meat  would  his  lordihlp  allow, 
Unlefs  they  had  gnaw'd  the  blade  bone  of  the  boar. 

Or  the  rib  of  the  famous  dun  cow. 
**  But  iince  you're  my  friends  (fays  this  complaifant 
peer) 

*'  I'll  give  you  a  new  printed  book, 
*'  Which  may  to  yourtaftes  fome  amufement  afford, 

'*  'Tis  the'hiiVry  of  Grevilleand  Brooke." 
Since  your  lordfliip's  fo  civil,  well-bred,  and  polite. 

Pray  pardon  one  curfe  from  a  fmner. 
For  our  breakfaft  we  thank  you  our  very  good  lord. 

But  a  plague  on  your  family  dinner. 

AN  INSCRIPTION  FOR  THE  CASTLE  GATEWAY, 

When  Neville,  the  flout  earl  of  Warwick,  liv'd  here. 

Fat  oxen  for  breakfaft  were  flain. 
And  his  friends  were  all  welcome  to  Iport  and  good 
■    cheer. 
And  invited  ^again  and  again  ; 
His  nerves  are  fo  weak,  and  his  fpirits  fo  low. 

This  early  with  no  oxen  does  feed  'em. 
And  all  of  the  former  great  doings  we  know. 
He  gives  us. 21  book — and  we  read  'em* 

1768.  D    G. 

NATURE 
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NATUREAND^GARRICK. 

AS  Nature  and  Garrick  were  talking  one  day. 
It  chanc'd  they  had  words,  and  fell  out ; 
Dame  Reafon  wou'd  fain  have  prevented  a  fray, 
-   But  could  not,  they  both  were  fo  flout. 
Says  Garrick,  I  honour  you,  madam,  'tis  true; 

And  v/ith  pride  to  your  laws  I  fubmit ; 
But  Shakefpeare  paints  ftronger  and  better  than  you. 

All  critics  of  tafte  will  admit. 
How  !  Shakefpeare  paint  ftronger  and  better  than  me  ! 

Cries  Nature,  quite  touch'd  to  the  foul, 
J^ot  a  word  in  his  volumes  I  ever  could  fee. 

But  what  from  my  records  he  ftole. 
And  thou,  wicked  thief — nay,  the  ftory  I'll  tell—^ 

Whenever  I  paint  or  I  draw. 
My  pencils  you  filch,  and  my  colours  you  fteal ; 

For  which  thou  fhalt  fufFer  the  law. 
And  when  on  the  ftage  in  full  luflre  you  fhine. 

To  me  all  the  praife  fhall  be  giv'n  : 
The  toil  (hall  be  your's,  and  the  honour  be  mine ; 

So  Nature  and  Garrick  are  even. 

EXTEMPORE, 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF   GENERAL    WOLFE!. 

ALL-conq'ring   cruel   death,    more   hard    than 
rocks. 
Thou  fhould'ft  have  fpar'd  the  TVolfe  and  took   the 
Fox» 

B  2  ODE, 
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ODE, 

FOR  THE    INSTALLATION   OF  AUGUSTUS  HENRY, 

DUKE   OF   GRAFTON,    CHANCELLOR  OF  THE 

UNIVERSITY    OF    CAMBRIDGE. 

B  Y      M  R.      G  R  AY. 
AIR. 

'ENCE  !  avaunt !  'tis  holy  ground, 
Comus  and  his  midnight  crew, 
And  Ignorance  with  looks  profound. 
And  dreaming  Sloth  of  pallid  hue  ! 
Mad  Sedition's  cry  prophane, 
Servitude  that  hugs  her  chain. 
Nor  in  thefe  confecrated  bow'rs 
Let  painted  Flatt'ry  hide  her  ferpent  train  in  flow'rs, 

CHORUS. 

Nor  Envy  bafe,  nor  creeping  Gain, 
Dare  the  Mufes'  walk  to  ftain. 
While  bright-ey'd  fcience  walks  around, 
Hejice!  avaunt !  'tis  holy  ground. 

RECI- 
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T      R      A      V      E      S      T      I      E, 


AIR, 

HENCE  !  avaunt !  'tis  venai  gronniy 
Wilkes  and  all  his  free-born  crew ; 
Within  our  pale  no  room  is  found, 

Ye  modern  Algernons^  for  you. 
Mute  be  the  bold  Alcaic  ftrain 
Of  liberty,  that  fpurns  a  chain, 
Nor  in  thefe  pliant  courtly  bow'rs 
Let  harfh  Philippic  weeds  choke  adulation's  flow'rs. 

CHORUS. 

Virtue  hence  !  with  brow  fevere  ! 
Public  fpirit  come  not  near. 
While  fervile  int'reft  walks  around. 
Hence  !  avaunt !  'tis  venal  ground  ! 


B  3  R  E  C  I- 
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RECITATIVE. 

From  yonder  realms  of  empyrean  day 

Burfts  on  my  ear  th' indignant  lay  ! 

There  fit  the  fainted  fage,  the  bard  divine. 

The  few  whom  Genius  gave  to  fhine. 

Thro'  ev'ry  unborn  age,   and  undifcover'd  clime  : 

Rapt  in  celeftial  tranfpoit  they  ; 

Yet  hither  oft  a  glance  from  high 

They  fend  of  tender  fympathy. 
To  blefs  the  place,  where,  on  their  op'ning  foul 

Firft  the  genuine  ardor  ftole  ; 
'Twas  Milton  ftruck  the  deep-ton'd  fhell. 
And  as  the  choral  warblings  round  him  fwell. 
Meek  Newton's  felf  bends  from  his  ftate  fublime. 
And  nods  his  hoary  head,  and  liftens  to  the  rhyme. 

AIR. 

**  Ye  brown  o'er-arching  groves, 

''  That  contemplation  loves, 
Where  willowy  Camus  lingers  with  delight, 

"  Oft  atblufh  of  dawn 

"  I've  trod  your  level  lawn, 
Oft  woo'd  the  gleam  of  Cynthia's  filver  light, 
In  cloifters  dim,  far  from  the  haunts  of  folly. 
With  freedom  by  my  fide,  and  foft-ey'd  melancholy.' 


RECI. 
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RECITATIVE. 

From  yonder  realms  of  minlfterial  day 
•    Steals  on  my  ear  the  foctning  lay. 
There  mitred  hirelings,  dukes  divitie^ 
The  lead  which  Fortune  made  to  fhine. 
Thro'  ev'ry  age  corrupt,  and  unenlighten'd  clime. 

Warm  in  the  royal  funfhine  they  j  • 

Yet  hither  oft  a  glance  from  high 

They  fend  of  tender  fympathy. 
To  blefs  the  place,  where  on  their  venal  foul 

The  pand'ring  eye  of  favour  ftole ; 

N — ft — e -beams  a  foft'ring  ray, 
'And  while  his  midday-fplendors  play, 
A  hoary  train  of  priefts  from  ftalls  fublime, 
Bafk  in  his  beams,  and  blefs  the  golden  time. 

AIR. 

*'  Ye  brown  o'er-archlng  groves, 

**  Which  adulation  loves, 
*'  Where  willowy  Camus  lingers  with  delight, 

"  Oftatblufhofdawn," 

I've  wifti'd  ^or  Jle eves  of  lawn ^—' 
Oft  woo'd  the  gleam  of  Bute's  bright  northern  light. 
In  crowded  levees,  far  from  Virtue's  haunt. 
With  fiatt'ry  on  my  tongue,  and  temporizing  cant.^ 

~  B4  RECI- 
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RECITATIVE. 

But  hark  !  the  portals  found,  and  pacing  forth. 
With  folemn  fteps  and  flow, 

High  Potentates,  and  dames  of  royal  birth, 

And  mitred  fathers  in  long  order  go  ; 

Great  Edward,  with  the  lilies  on  his  brow 
From  haughty  Gallia  torn ; 

And  fad  Chatillon  on  her  bridal  morn, 

That  wept  her  bleeding  love  j  and  princely  Clare  j 

And  Anjou's  heroine ;  and  the  paler  rofe, 

The  rival  of  her  crown  and  of  her  woes  j 
And  either  Henry  there, 

The  murderM  faint,  and  the  majeftic  lord 
That  broke  the  bonds  of  Rome. 
Their  tears,   their  little  triumphs  o'er, 
Their  human  paflions  move  no  more. 

Save  charity  that  glows  beyond  the  tomb. 

[accompanied.] 

All  that  on  Granta's  fruitful  plain 

Rich  ftreams  of  regal  bounty  pour'd, 
And  bade  their  awful  fanes  and  turrets  rife. 
To  hail  their  Fitzroy's  feftal  morning  come. 

And  thus  they  fpeak  in  foft  accord 

The  liquid  language  of  the  fkies, 

Q^U  A  R< 
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R  EC  I  T  A  T  I  V  E. 

But  hark  !  the  portals  found,  and  pacing  forth, 

With  folemn  ftep,  and  flow. 
High  potentates,  and  dames  of  royal  birth. 
And  mitred  Mothers  in  long  order  go — 
Great  G ,  with  the  trophies  on  his  brow, 

From  bleedino;  England  torn— 

While  W y,  widow'd  on  her  bridal  morn, 

Weeps  for  her  abfent  love,  and  B — d  dim, 

Falfe  M ue,  and  all  the  rav'nous  crew. 

That  England's  conftitution  flew, 
.  And  lopp'd  each  vig'rous  limb. 
A  band  accursM  of  m 1  1 — ds 

Who  forg'd  for  Britons — chains; 
Their  wiles,  their  damned  triumphs  o'er. 
Their  hopes  to  ftand  are  now  no  more, 

Defpair  alone  remains. 

[accompanied.] 

All  that  on  Granta's  thirfty  plain 
Rich  ftreams  of  regal  bounty  drank. 
For  whom  our  aweful  fanes  and  turrets  fprung 

To  hail  their  F y's  feftal  morning  come. 

And  fweetly  fing  on  Camus*  bank 
The  liquid  lies  of  Flatt'ry's  tongue. 


QUAR- 
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Q.U  A  R  T  E  T  T  O. 

What  is  grandeur,  what  is  pow'r  ! 
Heavier  toil  !  fuperior  pain  1 
What  the  bright  reward  of  gain  ? 
The  grateful  memory  of  the  good  : 
Sweet  is  the  breath  of  vernal  (howV, 
The  bees  collected  treafure  fweet ; 
Sweet  mufic's  fall, — but  fweeter  yet 
The  ftill  fmall  voice  of  gratitude  ! 

-  RECITATIVE. 

Foremofl,  and  leaning  from  her  golden  cloudj 
The  venerable  Margaret  fee — 

Welcome,  my  noble  fon,  fhe  cries  aloud, 
To  this  thy  kindred  train  and  me, 
Pleas'd  in  thy  lineaments  to  trace 
A  Tudor's  fire,  a  Beaufort's  grace  I 

AIR. 

Thy  lib'ral  heart,  thy  judging  eye 
The  flower  unheeded  fhall  defcry. 
And  ]3id  it  round  heav'n's  altars  ihed 
The  fragrance  of  its  blufhing  head, 
Shall  raiie  from  earth  the  latent  gem. 
To  glitter  on  the  diadem  !. 


RE  CI. 
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What  Is  grandeur,  what  Is  pow'r  ? 

—  Tiie  mead  of  bribes  and  falfehood's  balm  ? 

What  Is  foul  corruption's  palm  ? 

— The  curfe  of  every  child  of  grace.— 

Sweet  is  the  breath  of  vernal  fhow'r. 

The  bees  collected  honey  fweet-^ 

Sweet  mufic's  fail ;  but  fweeter  yet 

To  us,  a  penfion  or  a  place, 

RECITATIVE. 

'  Foremoft,  and  leaning  from  her  golden  cloud. 
The  goddefs  of  corruption  fee- 
Welcome,   my  wayward  fon,  (he  cries  aloud. 
To  this  thy  kindred  train  and  me, 
Pleas'd  in  thy  lineaments  to  trace 
Thy  monarch's  fmile,  the  premier's  grace  I 

AIR. 

Thy  wily  heart,  thy  poaching  eye 
Some  wanton  h — 1 — t  (hall  defcry, 
Shalt  round  thy  trunk  her  tendrils  curl. 
And  bid  her  all  her  charms  unfurl. 
With  Lovers  bewitching  tricks  enthrall, 
And  raife  her— to  encreafe  her  fail. 


RECL 
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RECITATIVE. 

Lo  Granta  waits  to  lead  her  blooming  band. 

Not  obvious,  not  obtrufive  fhe ; 
No  vulgar  pralfe,  no  venal  incenfe  flings, 

Nor  dares  with  courtly  tongue  reiin'd 
Profane  thy  inborn  royalty  of  mind  : 

She  reveres  herfelf  and  thee  ! 
With  modeft  pride,  to  grace  thy  youthful  brow 
The  laureat  wreaths  that  Cecil  wore  {he  brings. 

And  to  thy  juft,  thy  gentle  hand 

Submits  the  fafces  of  her  fvvay. 
While  fpirits  bled  above  and  men  below 
Join  with  glad  voice  the  loud  fymphonious  lay  ! 

GRAND    CHORUS. 

Throuo-h  the  wild  waves  as  they  roar. 
With  watchful  eye,  and  dauntlefs  mien, 
Thv  fteady  courfe  of  honour  keep  ; 
Nor  fear  the  rocks,  nor  feek  the  fhore, — 
The  flar  of  Brunfwick  fhines  ferene. 
And  gilds  the  horrors  of  the  deep. 
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RECITATIVE. 

Lo  !  Granta  waits  to  lead  her  courtly  band. 

Nor  coy,  nor  a  reclufe  is  fhe  ; 
No  praife  fincere,  no  heart-fprung  incenfe  flings. 

Nor  dares  with  honeft  phrafe,  and  plain. 

Sully  the  glories  of  thy  reign — 
She  reveres  herfelf — not  thee  ! 
With  felfifh  pride  to  grace  thy  fpurious  pow'r. 
The  fading  wreaths,  which  int'reft  wove,  (he  bring?. 

And  to  the  preflure  of  thy  hand 

The  matron  yields  her  wither*d  charms, 
Whilft  prebendaries,  deans,  and  b — ps  cow'r. 
To  bring  her  to  thy  falfe  adult'rous  arms. 

GRAND    CHORUS. 

While  the  wild  waves  boil  and  roar. 
From  the  threat'ning  tempeft  flee. 
The  ferpent  courfe  of  traitors  keep ; 
Cautious  fail — nor  quit  thefiiore; 
If  Brunfwick's  ftar  (hould  fettothee, 
'Twould  wreck  thee  in  ths  howling  deep. 


ANOTHER. 
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ANOTHER. 

AIR. 

HENCE  !  avaunt,  'tis  facred  ground. 
Let  pallid  freedom  ever  fl^. 
Let  innocence  in  chains  be  bound. 
Nor  e'er  come  truth  or  virtue  nigh  ! 
Oppofition's  cry  prophane 
Liberty  that  fcorns  the  chain, 
Nor  in  thefe  confecrated  fields, 
Let  injur'd  juftice  weep,  that  fhe  to  tyrants  yields. 

CHORUS. 

Nor  dare  bright  truth,  the  patriot's  friend. 
The  minifter's  high  walk  offend, 
While  ftern-sy'd  F — t:z — y  ftalks  around. 
Hence'  avaunt  1  'tis  facred  ground. 

RECITATIVE. 

From  yonder  realms  of  minifterial  fway 

Burfts  on  my  ear  th'applauding  lay. 
There  fit  the  penfion'd  fage,  the  peer  prophane. 

The  few  whom  interell  gives  to  reign 
O'er  every  unborn  place,  or  yet  unclaim'd  domain. 

Deep  in  the  nation's  bufinefs  they, 

Ifet  hither  oft  a  glance  from  high, 

They  fend  of  triumph  and  of  joy, 

Td 
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To  blefs  the  place,  where  firft,  on  freedom's  foul. 

He  bade  the  Scottifh  thunder  roll. 
^Twas  N — t — n  rais'd  that  deep-ton'd  voice. 
And  as  difcordant  murm*rings  round  him  rofe, 
The  Sp— k — r's  felf  bends  from  his  chair  on  high,     ; 
And  ihakes  his  awful  wig,  and  joins  the  courtly  cry. 

A    I    R. 

Ye  high  o'er  hanging  walls 

That  fure  no  monarch  loves. 
Where  fain  would  freedom  linger  with  delight. 

Oft  at  the  break  of  day 

He's  fought  your  wearied  way. 
Oft  by  the  glare  of  flambeaux'  glitt'ring  light. 
In  chariot  clofe,   frefii  from  the  haunts  of  folly. 
With  N-ncy  by  his  fide,  fworn  foe  to  melancholy, 

,   R  E  C  I  T  A  T  I  V  E. 

But  hark  !  the  door's  unbarr'd,  and  marchino-  forth. 

With  gouty  fteps  and  flow 
Gen'rals  and  Shrieves,  and  peers  of  royal  birth. 
And  mitred  bilhops  home. to  dinner  o-o  : 
N — th,  with  th' Exchequer  lawrels  on  his  brow. 

From  haughty  Gr — nv — lie  torn. 
And  fad  F — ^^tzp— ck  on  his  bridal  morn. 
That  weeps  his  fault  too  late  ;  and  proud  D— nd— s; 
And  watchful  Dy— n  ;  and  the  paler  B— ke,. 
The  rival  of  his  fortune,  and  his  place; 

And  either  Onf— w  there, 
.  The 
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The  Sp — k — r's  fon,  and  the  majeftic  chief. 
That  trains  the  Surry  bands  ; 
Their  triumphs,  their  addrelTes  o'er. 
Their  county  intereft  moves  no  more. 

Save  at  Tha — s  D-tt-n,  or  in  O — kh — m  lands, 

[accompanied.] 

He  that  on  Thame's  greedy  fiiore, 

For  ftreams  of  royal  bounty  fighs ; 
And  they  who  wait  for  fickle  Fortune's  call, 
To  hail  their. F — tz — y's  fav'rite  morning  come  ; 

And  thus  they  fpeak  in  Flatt'ry's  guife. 

The  liquid  language  of  Whitehall. 

Q^U  A  R  T  E  T  T  O. 

What  are  penfions  without  power. 
Heavy  toil,  infipid  pain, 
Who  but  would  wifh  like  thee  to  gain 
The  guidance  of  the  public  weal ; 
Sweet  is  D — nd — s's  o-olden  ihow'r 
Cli-e's  vifionary  treafure  fweet. 
Sweet  H-11 — d's  rife,  but  fweeter  yet. 
The  ftill-fmall  place  of  privy  feal. 

RECITATIVE. 

Foremoft,  and  leaning  from  her  gilded  coach. 

The  venerable  Gert — de  fee, 
Welcome,  my  noble  friend,  fhe  cries,  approach 

To  thy  new-kindred  train  and  me. 

Pleased 
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Pleas'd  in  thy  future  breed  to  trace 

A  R — IT— 's  lire,  a  Wr — ttfl— y's  grace. 

A    I    R. 

Thy  pradlls'd  heart,  thy  judging  eye, 
The  bet  unheeded  {hall  defcry. 
And  bid  it  through  Newmarket  fhed 
Frefli  honour  on  thy  well-known  head. 
Shall  raife  at  White's  thy  drooping  heart. 
To  glitter  in  a  gamefter's  part. 

RECITATIVE. 

Lo  !  London  waits  to  lead  another  band. 

Not  flatt'ring  nor  addrefling  thee ; 
No  vulgar  praife,  no  venal  incenfe  flings. 

Nor  dares  with  courtly  tongue  refined 
Profane  thy  Sov'reign's  royalty  of  mind  : 

She  can  prize  herfelf  and  thee. 
With  confcious  joy  to  grace  thy  youthful  brow, 
The  ornaments  which  cits  oft  wear  (he  brings. 

Then  with  a  juft  and  equal  hand. 

She  rids  thee  of  thy  N — ncy's  fway  : 
While  ladies  rang'd  above,   and  boys  belowj 
Join  with  glad  voice  the  loud  triumphant  lay. 

GRAND    CHORUS. 

Through  the  broad  flreets  as  they  roar. 
With  watchful  eye  and  dauntlefs  mien. 
Thy  fteady  condudl  ne'er  rejax. 
Part  IV.  C  Nor 
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Nor  heed  their  nolfe,  nor  fear  the  Tow'r : 
The  ftar  of  S^-rt  fhlnes  ferene, 
And  gilds  the  horrors  of  the  axe, 

SHAKESPEARE'S   FEAST, 
AN     ODE. 


T 


I. 

WAS  at  the  folemn  feaft,  for  laurels  won. 

By  WILLIAM,  old  JOHN  SHAKE- 
SPEARE'sfon, 
Aloft  in  aweful  ftate, 
The  May'r  of  STRATFORD  fate, 
Rais'd  on  a  wool-pack'd  throne : 

His  aldermen  were  plac'd  around. 

Their  brows  with  fpreading  antlers  crown'd,. 

(So  city  fpoufes  fliould  be  found) 
The  lovely  May'refs  by  his  fide 
Sat  like  a  plump  High-German  bride,- 
Not  lefs  for  fat  renown'd,  than  pride. 

Happy,  happy,  happy  May  V  ! 

None  but  the  fat. 

None  but  the  fat, 

None  but  the  fat  deferve  the  bouncing  fair, 

11. 

The  bard  of  FERNEY  plac'd  on  high 

Amid  the  tuneful  choir, 
With  flying  fingers  touch'd  the  wooden  lyre : 

The- 
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The  notes,  tho'  lame,  afcend  as  high 

As  civic  joys  require. 

The  fong  began  from  G ^K's  toil. 

Who  left  his  Li.tchfild's  native  foil, 
(Such  were  his  hopes  of  golden  fpoil) 
King  RICHARD'S  crooked  form  belyM  the  man  : 
Sublime  on  high-heel'd  fhoes  he  tro.d. 
When  firft  i:e  courted  lady  ANNE 
In    Goodman's -Fields,    till    then   an   unfre- 
quented road. 
As  HASTINGS   next    round  PRITCHARD's 

waift  he  curl'd, 
Or  ihe.w'd,   in  DRUGGER's  rags,  an   ideot  to 
the  world. 
The  lifl'ning  crowd  admire  the  lofty  found, 
A  prefent  SHAKESPEARE,  loud  they  fnout  around  : 
A  prefent  SHAKESPEARE,  loud  the  rafter'd  halls 
rebound. 

With  prlck'd  up  ears 
His  May'rihip  hears ; 
Affumes  fhe  play'r, 
Affcds  to  ftare. 
And  fliaice  the  room  about  his  ears. 

III. 

The  praife  of  ven'fon,  then,  the  rapt  cnthufiaft  fung; 
Of  ven'fon,   whether  old  or  young  : 
The  jolly  haunch  in  triumph  comes  ; 
Sound  the  trumpets  ;  beat  the  drums ; 

C  2  Flufli'd 
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Flufti'd  with  a  purple  grace. 
It  (hews  its  currant-jelly'd  face  : 
Now  give  each  feeder  breath  :  It  comes,  it  comes  'r 
VenTon,  ever  fair  and  young. 

Drinking  joys  can  beft  reveal ; 
Fat  of  ven'fon  is  a  treafure. 
Eating  is  the  glutton's  pleafurc  : 
Rich  the  treafure, 
Sweet  the  pleafure. 
Sweet  as  fluffing  is  with  veal. 

IV. 

Sooth'd  with  the  found,  the  MayVgrew  vain  ; 
Eat  all  his  cuflards  o'er  again  ; 
And  thrice  he  pick'd  the  bones  of  geefc  and  turkies 
ilain. 

The  poet  faw  his  flomach  rife. 
His  watring  mouth,  his  longing  eyes  ; 
And  while  he  necks  and  fides  defy'd, 
Chang'd  his  note,  and  check'd  his  pride. 
He  chofe  a  Tyburn  mufe 
Soft  pity  to  infufe  : 
He  fung  the  deer-ilealer's  untimely  fate 

By  laws  fevere,  tho*  good, 
Swinging,  fwinging,  fwinging,  fwinging. 
Swinging  in  too  high  a  flate. 
For  fpilling  fylvan  blood. 
Deferted  at  his  utmofl  need 
By  thofe  his  former  thefts  had  fed, 

Exposed 
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Expos'd,  e'en  near  his  native  town. 
With  not  a  friend  to  cut  him  down. 
With  joylefs  looks  the  May'r  deje(Sle<l  fate, 
Tho'  ftill  revolving  in  his  foul 
The  various  turns  of  fpits  below  ; 
And  now  and  then  a  backward  figh  he  ftole, 
While  ftreams  Padtolian  fought  their  vent,  to 
flow. 

V. 

The  bard  of  FERNEY  fmil'd  to  fee 
That  fleep  was  in  the  next  degree : 
'Twas  but  a  drowfy  drain  to  keep. 
For  nurfes  talk  their  babes  afleep. 

Gently  dull,  in  hum-drum  numbers. 
Thus  he  footh'd  his  foul  to  flumbers ; 
f         Picking  bones  is  toil  and  trouble. 
Sillabub  an  empty  bubble; 
Never  ending,  ftill  beginning, 
Eating,  ftill  the  fubftance  miffing  : 
Think,  if  fat  be  worth  thy  winning. 
Thy  wife  is  furely  worth  the  kiffing  : 
Both  wife  and  ven'fon  fee  befides  thee  I 
Take  what  fare  thy  cook  provides  thee  ! 
The  many  rend  thefkies  with  loud  applaufe  ; 
So  fleep  was  crown'd,  tho'  FERNEY  won  the  caufe. 
The  May'r,  fcarce  able  to  keep  ope  his  eyes, 
Peep'd  at  the  food 
That  warm'd  his  blood, 

C  3  And 
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And  lickM  his  lips,  and  lick'd  his  lips. 
And  lick'd  his  lips,  (to  ftir  in  vain  he  tries  :) 
At  length,  as  funk  in  Sleep's  foft  arms  he  ftretches. 
The  fnorting  magiftrate  b 1  his  breeches, 

VI. 

Now  flrike  the  falt-box  once  ao-ain  : 

A  louder  yet,  and  yet  a  louder  ftrain  :— 
Break  the  bands  of  fleep  afunder 

With   noife   more    frequent   than   his   poflera 
thunder  ! 
Hark !  hark  !   the  horrid  found 
Has  rais'd  up  his  head, 
Tho'  as  heavy  as  lead. 
And  he  flares  and  ftinks  around  ! 
Revenge,  revenge,  dread  FERNEY  cries, 
'  See  the  critics  arife  ! 

See  the  volumes  they  rear 
Only  fit  to  curl  hair, 
Tho'  each  hop'd  for  an  editor's  prize  ! 
Behold  the  fnarling  band. 
Each  with  a  farthing  candle  in  his  hand  ! 
Thofe  are  critical  ghofts  who  for  SHAKESPEARE 
were  {lain. 

And  unburied  remain 
On  flails  in  Clare-court,  Drury-lane. 
Give  the  fun'rals  due 
To  the  wretched  crew  ; 
Behold  how  they  tofs  their  nofes  on  high  ! 

Bid 
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Eid  them  feek  Cloacina's  abode, 
Congenial  temples  for  fuch  hoftile  gods  ! 
The  company,  pleas'd  fuch  expedient  was  hit  on. 
The  May'r  fnatch'd  up  CAPEL's  edition  to ih— t  on ; 
His  wife  the  door  unbarr'd. 
To  light  him  to  the  yard, 
As  H — 1 — y   held  the  link  that  fing'd  the    fam'd 
North  Briton. 

Let.G K  yield  our  May'r  the  prize. 

Or  both  divide  the  crown  : 
This,  rais'd  an  author  to  the  fkies^ 
That,  threw  his  critics  down. 


ON  THE  BIRTH-DAY  OF  SHAKESPEARE, 

A      CENTO. 

TAKEN    FROM     HI^S     WORKS. 

BY    RICHARD    BERENGER,     ESQ^ 

'Natura  ipfa  valere,  et  mentis  .vixibus  excitari,  et  quafi  quodam  divino 
fpiritu  afflari.  Cicejrq. 

— TJEACE  to  this  meeting, 

X       Joy  and  fair  time,  health  and  good  wifhes  ! 
Now,  worthy  friends,  the  caufe  why  we  are  met. 
Is  in  celebration  of  the  day  that  gave 

C  /j.  Immortal 
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Immortal  Shakefpear  to  this  favour'd  ifie, 

The  moft  repleniftied  fweet  work  of  nature. 

Which  from  the  prime  creation  e'er  fhe  fram'd. 

O  thou  divineft  Nature  !  how  thyfelf  thou  blazon'il 

In  this  thy  fon  !  form'd  in  thy  prodigality. 

To  hold  thy  mirror  up,  and  give  the  time 

Its  very  form  and  prelFure !    When  he  fpeaks 

Each  aged  ear  plays  truant  at  his  tales. 

And  younger  hearings  are  quite  ravifhed. 

So  voluble  is  his  difcourfe — gentle 

As  Zephyr  blowing  underneath  the  violet,    . 

Not  wagging  its  fweet  head — yet  as  rough 

(His  noble  blood  enchaff'd)  as  the  rude  wind, 

'I'hat  by  the  top  doth  take  the  mountain  pine. 

And  make  him  fioop  to  th'vale. — 'Tis  wonderful 

"That  an  invifible  inftindl  fliould  frame  him 

To  royalty  unlearn'd  ;   honour  untaught; 

Civility  not  feen  in  other  ;  knowledge 

That  wildly  grows  in  him,  but  yields  a  crop 

As  if  it  had  been  fown .     What  a  piece  of  work  ! 

How  noble  infacultv  !  infinite  in  reafon  ! 

A  combination  and  a  form  indeed. 

Where  every  God  did  feem  to  fet  his  feal. 

Heav'n  has  him  now — yet  let  our  idolatrous  fancy 

Still  fandlify  hib  relics ;  and  this  day 

Stand  aye  diftinguifh'd  in  the  kalendar. 

To  the  laft  fyllable  of  recorded  time  : 

For  if  we  take  him  but  for  ail  in  all. 

We  ne'er  fhall  look  upon  his  like  ^igaiii, 

ODE 
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ODE    TO    COLONEL    L 


Quis  r.Qvus  hic  noftris  fuccefnt  fedibus  hofpes  ? 
Quo  fefe  ore  ferens  ?  quam  forti  pe£lore  Sc  armii ! 

OTHOU,   whom  adverfe  fates  ordain 
To  rivet  fafl:  Britannia's  chain. 
And  bend  her  to  controul, 
Firm  as  Alcides  tho'  thou  ftand. 
The  curfes  of  an  injur'd  land 
Shall  fhake  thy  guilty  foul. 

Tho'  high  enroll'd  thy  name  appears 
With  hireling  commoners  and  peers, 

Curs'd  guardians  of  a  throne  ! 
Tho'  jockey  G — ft — n  who  can  fpark  it. 
In  Britain's  fenate,  or  Newmarket, 

Adopt  thee  for  his  own. 

Yet  fpite  of  all  the  venal  tribe, 

Tho'  M d  plead,  or  H d  bribe. 

Swift  vengeance  (hall  purfue  j 
Tho?  blundering  N — rt — n  ait  his  part 
With  Henley's*  head,  and  Ryder's  heart, 
—Fit  advocate  for  you. 

*  Orator  Henley, 


With 
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With  fuch  abettors  of  his  pride, 

-Gods  !   what  had  G — k — n  left  untried^ 

Pofiefs'd  of  fuch  a  tool  ' 
But  heav'r,  in  pity  to  mankind. 
That  Fl — tch — r  for  a  knave  defign'd, 

Foredoom'd  him  to  a  fool. 

-Say,  then,  bepowder'd  and  becurl'd. 
The  jeft,  the  play-thing  of  the  world. 

An  oBicer,  a  "beau  ! 
^afe  in  the  general  contempt. 
What  evil  genius  thee  could  tempt 

To  rife  thy  country's  foe  ! 

tO  flender  youth,  fo  nice  and  trim, 
■JSo  neat  in  feature  and  in  limb. 

With  wreathed  rofes  crown'd. 
What  eafy  maid  with  fandy  locks, 
^Receives  thy  vows,  ihy  love,  thy  p 

Or  is  mifs =—  found  ? 

Far  other  arts,  far  other  charms. 
Than  lur'd  the  fair  one  to  thy  arms. 

Thy  dangers  will  require  : 
When  patriot  Glynn's  learn'd  voice  {hall  rouze, 
:Oi  B — rke's  loud  thunder  thro'  the  houfe. 

With  all  the  Britiih  fire  : 


Then 
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Then  fhalt  thou  wifh,   but  wifh  in  vain. 
Thou  ne'er  had'ft  left  dull  Oxford's  plain. 

To  feek  a  warmer  fun  ; 
Thy  courage  there  might  daunt  a  prodtor. 
Thy  wit  and  genius  dupe  a  dod:or. 

Or  bilk  a  brawling  dun. 

So  when  black  louring  clouds  deform. 
The  angry  fkies,  to  meet  the  ftorm 

A  butterfly  may  foar . 

But  baffled  foon,  at  random  hurl'd 
His  gilded  wings  in  vain  unfurrd. 

He  falls  to  rife  no  more. 

Will  B — df — d,  doom'd  to  drudge  thro'  life. 
Slave  to  his  avarice  and  wife, 

For  thee  his  hoards  difpenfe  ? 
Or  R — gby,  by  his  back  and  fid 
Advanc'd  in  black  corruption's  liff. 

Engage  in  thy  defence  ? 

With  double  weight  of  brafs  and  lead, 
Tho'  vet'ran  Bullface  fhake  his  head, 

And  fweat  to  earn  his  fee. 
Each  flower  of  Billingfgate  his  boaft  : 
—He  cannot  reafon,  well  thou  know'fl". 

But  he  fhall  roar  for  thee. 


WilK 
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With  pedant  fcoul  and  fretful  look. 
Now  Bl — ckf — e  talks  without  his  book, 

Nov/  Th — rl — e  croaks  his  wrath  j 

As  wife,  if  not  fo  loud  as  N s 

Bewilder'd  M — rt — n  fpits  and  flares—       > 

All  petulance  and  froth. 

Say,  fluent  D — nning,  claflic  Y — ke, 
Dare  ye  refufe  the  dirty  work. 

And  hope  ye  (lill  to  rife  ? 
Alas  !  not  lefs  your  filence  flung 
Their  caufe,  than  W — rb — rn's  bold  tongue 

Confronting  all  their  lies. 

But  trufl  not  thou  the  brazen  lungs 
Of  lawyers,  placemens  oily  tongues — 

Nor  Mungo's  journals  quote; 
Tho'  CI — re  In  tinfel  rhet'ric  (hine 
And  fophiils  all  their  webs  refine, 

To  guard  a  lying  vote. 

Lo  !  W — ym— th,  B — rr — gt — n  combine 
To  mark  the  way  that  mufl  be  thine. 

The  blood-flain'd  path  to  power — 
Thou  too  fhalt  foon  in  thunder  fpeak, 
And  all  pale  G — ft — n's  vengeance  wreak 

In  one  devoteu  hour. 


Whil( 
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While  many  an  Allen's  fall  fhall  grace 
Thy  triumphs  in  the  glorious  chace. 

Till  Britain  gagg'd  and  chain'd  ; 
Her  idle  charters  thrown  afide — 
Admit  the  fword  her  laws  to  guide 

As  when  a  Stuart  reign'd. 

Avert,  kind  heav'n  !  the  black  prefage. 
Nor  let  us  fee  a  Charles's  age. 

In  all  its  woes  renew'd  ! 
«— Full  oft  at  Freedom's  holy  fhrine 
Have  Britain's  fons  with  zeal  divine 

Libations  made  in  blood. 

Yet  if  the  rights  our  fires  enjoy'd 
From  thy  free  gift,  muft  be  deftroy'd. 

And  freedom  quit  our  fhore — 
On  him  that  afks  in  bonds  to  live. 
And  dares  his  country's  fall  furvive. 

All  thy  red  vengeance  pour. 


D  A  R  G  O. 


ON 
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ON   MR.   SECRETARY   BRADSHAW. 

ESTATE  and  honours  ! — mere  caprlch  ! 
Better  be  fortunate  than  rich  : 
Since  oft  we  find,  or  foon,  or  late. 
Is  verify 'd  what  proverbs  prate. 

Sure  'twill  be  reckon'd  a  manoeuvre, 

That  Bradfhaw,  once  fo  mean  and  pauvre, 

Should  for  his  life,  and  his  two  fons, 

(For  fo  they  fay  the  patent  runs) 

Be  vefted  with  a  penfion  clear. 

Of  fifteen  hundred  pounds  a  year  : 

For  doing  what  ?—''  Aye,  there's  the  queflion" — 

"  Fierce  the  affault,  unarnfi'd  the  baflion." 

But  lo  !  at  hand  I  'fpy  another, 
In  dirty  work  his  elder  brother, 
.Who,  for  perufing  records  dufty, 
We  dub  a  knight  o'th'  order  Trufty, 
'Quip  him  with  fhield  and  coat  of  mail 
Of  impudence,  that  ne'er  can  fail  : 
And  humbly  hope  they'll  fet  a  price  on. 
The  induftry  of  Jerry  Dyfon. 
Who,  from  his  being  fo  deep  read, 
.Doth  much  refemble  Nimming  Ned, 

That 
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That  fteals  and  pilfers  all  he  can,. 
Tho'  on  a  widely  different  plan. 

Unlefs  they'll  add  a  trifle  more. 
It  is  not  worth  his  while  to  pore  : 
His  prefent  falary  fearce  produces 
Him  fpec^acles  for  private  ufes  : 
And  if  wit  fail,  or  fight  grow  dim, 
A  fpecS^acle  they'd  make  of  him  : 
Therefore,  the  fovereign  balm  to  cure- 
Decay  of  fight's — a  finecure  t 

Whatever  comes  within  his  grapple. 
He'll  pocket — "  as  one  would  an  apple.'* 
It  matters  not,  peerage  or  penfion. 
To  either  he  has  vafi:  pretenfion. 
But,  with  fubmiiTion,  would  much  rather 
Kifs  hands  for  both  of  them  together. 

No  doubt  they'll  fit  with  eafe  and  grace. 

Happily  form'd  in  caft  of  face 

That  ne'er  knew  blufh — except  in  th'dark. 

Or  higher  foar'd  than  to  be  clerk, 

A  clerk  i'th' office  where  he  now 

Makes  better  men  with  homage  bow. 


A    BOK^ 
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ON  A  lady's  WEDDING  BEING  ON  THE  TWENTV- 
FIRST  OF  DECEMBER. 


REturn'd  from  the  op'ra,  as  lately  I  fat, 
IndifF'rently  chatting  of  this  thing  and  that. 
My  Chloe  I  afk'd  how  it  enter'd  her  head. 
To  fix  on  St.  Thomas,  of  all  days  to  wed  ? 
To  which  fhe  replied,  with  rcafon  the  flrongeft, 
*'  Tho'  fliorteft  the  day  is — the  nighty  fir ^  i s  loyigej} .^"^ 


E    P    I    G    R    A    M. 

WHILE  Freedom  lies  bleeding,  O  fatal  mifhap  ! 
AndLuttrell  is  fitting  in  Jack  IFilhs's  lapy^ 
Amidftall  this  rage  of  political  pother. 
The  K fits  at  eafe  in  the  lap  of  his  mother. 

*  An  €xpreflion  mads  ufe  of  by  1— d  C*-— m  In  a  late  affembly. 


ODE 
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ODE    TO    LORD    NORTH, 

ON  HIS  BEING  APPOINTED  COMMANDER  IN  CHIEF 
OF  THE  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS.     I77O. 

OThou,  whom  placemen  all  adore. 
Of  the  Exchequer  chancellor. 
And  firft  lord  of  the  treafury. 
How  can  a  mufe  in  humble  drain 
Pretend  thy  merits  to  explain, 

Or  how  in  numbers  meafure  you  ! 

Let  G — ft — n,  fhunning  public  ftrife. 
Shrink  in  the  bofom  of  his  wife, 

Scar'd  at  the  York  petition  ; 
But  thou  (halt  ftiil  maintain  the  field. 
With  *  heart  in  two-fold  confcience  fteel'd. 

And  combat  oppofition^ 

Bold  in  their  front  tho'  Dowdefwell  ftand. 
With  ftring  of  motions  in  his  band, 

Maxims  of  hard  digeftion  ! 
Unanfwer*d,  they  fhall  perifli  all, 
Clogg'd  with  amendments  in  their  fall. 

Or  choak'dby  previous  queftion. 

*  Hie  roburS:  as  duplex,  Hon, 

D  Whilll 


Vv'hililthou,  likeFalflaff,  tak'fl  the  iloor. 
With  men  In  huckrain  thirteen  fcore. 

No  caufe  you  have  to  fear  him  : 
The  Sp— k — r  too,  with  looks  fo  big, 
V/uits  but  the  motion  of  thy  leg 

To  point,  and  call  out  Hear  him  I 

On  cither  hand,  from  left  to  right, 
The  chiefs  all  marfnaU'd  for  the  fight, 

Piefs  to  partake  thy  glory  : 
There  B — r — gt — n,  with  fugar'd  tongue, 
.  De  G — y  the  old,  and  Fox  the  young. 

The  flower  of  oratory  ; 

Here  P — 1 — mf— n  and  blundering  CI — re. 

And  patient  A'lungo  every  "i^hcre^ 

And  Th-]-oe  puts  his  cafe  inj 
'While  all  amid  th'oppofmg  rout 
The  dauntlefs.P.-g — y,  tall  and  flout, 
PuTnes  a  modeft  face  in. 

£-1 — t,  with  accen^c  bread  and  flrong, 
Aiid  J — k — f — n,  with  arms  fo  long, 

Still  join  to  help  the  farce  on  ; 
Ellis  and  St — ge  their  voices  lend. 
With  O — fl — w,  Wilkes's  only  friend, 

That  fince  ha?  fued  the  parfon^ 


Wkh 
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XVith  crefl  erecl:,  like  Priam's  fon, 
Lead  but  yourtrudy  Trojans  on, 

Regardlefs  of  defertion, 
Like  Swifs  they  faithfally  Obe}', 
—Like  Swifs,  too,  they  mud  have  their  pay, 
Poft,  penflon,  and  reverfion. 

In  other  fields  let  G — ft — n  reap 
A  vicftory  more  fafe  and  ch.cap, 

With  ftars  and  garters  henim'd  in  ; 
W — m — th  toanfwer  Richmond's  duk?^ 
And  fober  S — dw-h  to  rebuke, 

Both  Rockingham  and  Camden. 

With  Scottifii  p — rs  complete  fixtcen, 
B — ps  in  meet  array  are  feen. 

Content — to  earn  promotion  ; 
And  M— sf— d,  ever  condant  found. 
And  M — hm— t  ready  to  profound 
-In  Erfe  a  midnight  motion. 

Great  polar  ftar,  who  now  fecure 
Beams  in  the  fl:y  the  cynofurs 

Of  courtly  navigation, 
Oh  deign  to  filed  thy  influence  forth 
On  him  whofe  needlepoints  at  i2orr.h^ 

W^ithout  a  variation. 


D  2  A  C  A  R  D, 
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A       CARD. 

Norwich,  Feb.  3,  1770. 

CIndaretta  congratulates  her  much  loved  colonel 
Hurlo-Thrumbo,  and  honours  him  for  his  bold 
and  fplrited  refledlions  on  the  bafe-horn  eledors  of 
Weftminfter,  not  worthy  to  enter  the  gates  of  his  ma- 
jejly's  palace. 

1  ommy  grows  a  fine  boy  ;  and  will  be  big  enough 
for  an  enfign  in  his  papa's  company  of  militia  in  a  year 
cr  two  :  I  brings  him  to  London  the  firjl  of  Jpril^ 
and  you  will  ftiew  him  St.  'James  s  and  all  the  fine 
folks,  but  zvithin  "  the  gates  of  his  majefty's  palace" 
on  account  of  his  birth  :  I  charge  you  don't  let  him 
come  near  any  of  the  vulgar  mechanicks  or  bafe-born 
mob  of  Wefiminjhf  petitioners. 

For  the  better  underftanding  of  the  above  card^  we 
have  fubjoined  2i  pajioral  poem^  firft  pubiifhed  during 
the  late  contefted  election  for  the  county  of  Norfolk. 


CINDA- 
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CINDARETTA. 


A     MOCK-PASTOP.  AL     POEM, 


ARGUMENT. 

Cindaretta,  Cook-maid  to  Colo?ul  Hurlo-Thrumbo  (Jo 
called  from  a  fa7::ous  fpeech  made  at  a  county  meetings 
in  which  he  "  hurled  dcjiance  "  in  the  face  cf  his  elec- 
tors,)  being  enamowed  of  his  fine  parts  and  augi^ift  de-' 
portmentj  after  havi7ig  borne  him  two  children^  com- 
plains of  his  long  abfence  on  the  annual  exercife  of  the 
Norfolk  ??iilitia^  where  he  commanded  in  perfon, 

DOWN  dropt  herbrufh  j  the  difli-clout  thrown 
afide. 
And  loft  was  all  the  kitchen's  filver  pride  ; 
Scarce  would  the  deep  majeftic  bellows  blow, 
The  labouring  jack  would  hardly,  hardly-  go  \ 
Dull  v/as  the  brafs,  unwaflii'd  her  e2:rthen-ware. 
And  Tabby  llept  neglected  in  the  chair  : 
Love  wrought  the  change,  'twas  Love  that  had  be- 
tray'd. 
When  thus  in  doleful  dumps  bewall'd  the  maid  : 
•'  Go,  gentle  gales  !   and  bear  my  fighs  away, 
"  Ah  !  why  fa  long  does  Hurlo-Thrumbo  flay  ? 

D  3  «  Why 
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*^  Wlu  fcrmM  Dame  Nature  wow.cnhlovc  (ojfjofrr^ 
*'  Or,  why  an  thou  fo  temptbig  and  (b  /i;;^/^^.^ 
"  Refound  my  tubs,  my  hollow  tubs  reroaud ; 
*'  Ah  me  !   that  love  fhould  give  fo  deep  a  wound  ? 
*'  V/hy  in  that  houfe  *  flaould'It  thou  fo  flrive  to  ihinc 
*'  Is  it  more  clean  ci-  better  kept  than  mine  ? 
*'  Alas !  I'm  told  (but  they  are  lies,  I  u'een^ 
'*  That  dirty  houfe  no  mortal  yet  could  dean: 
**  Rub  as  they  v/ill,  and  polifn  as  they  can, 
'*  Penfions  and  bribes  will  iron-mould  {h^  man  : 
**  Go,  gentle  gales  !  and  bear  my  fighs  away  ! 
*'  Ah  !  Vifhy  fo  long  does  Hurlo-Thrumbo  ftay  ? 

*'  Why  feeks  my  foldier  forts  or  city  v^alls,. 
•-  When  I  can  m.ake  my  love  lefs  hurtful  balls  ? 
*'  Why  to  the  camp  muft  Hurlo-Thrumbo  fly, 
*'  When  I  can  raife,  and  you  befiege  a  pye  ? 
"  If  thou  muiL  fight,  for  thou  art  born  to  weild,. 
*^*  O  !  fif^ht  in  pafte  the  heroes  of  the  field  : 
*'  Go,  s^entle  gales  !  and  bear  my  fighs  ay/ay  f 
*^  Ah  1  why  fo  long  does  Hurlo-Thrumbo  flay  ? 

**  When  Y^ft^r  morn  I  turn'd  my  jack  around, 
**  The  falt-box  fell  portentous  to  the  ground  : 
'*'•  Thrice  mevv'd  the  cat,  and  thrice  fhe  flew  on  Tray  j 
*'  Oh  1  think  on  this,  and  thy  ele61:ion  day  I 
*'  Die,  Cinderetta  !  cafe  thy  hateful  fmarf, 
*'  Ambition's  now  the  mJflrefs  of  his  hear^t : 


f  K— c  of  c s, 
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*^Go,  gentle  gales !  and  bear  my  fighs  away  ! 
*'  Ah  !  why  fo  long  does  Hurlo-Thiumbo  itay  ? 

"  Ah,  me  !  each  obje£l  thatthefe  eyes  can  view^ 
^'^  Brings  to  my  mind  famepleafing  form  of  you  :-„ 
*'"  When  in  this  hand  the  polifli'd  f'pit  I  hold, 
''  Thy  (hape  is  here,  for  thou  art  long  and  cold  : 
*'  If  I  the  cleaver  take,  the  joint  to  partj 
"  Thy  abfencc  then  is  cleaving  of  fnyh^urt;' 
**  Or,  if  I  ftrive  my  kitchen  fife  to  mend, 
"  Thole  eyes  are  £aming  at  the  poker's  end. 
*'"  Go,  gentle  gales !  and  bear  my  fighs  away  ! 
"  Ah  !  why  (o  long  does  Hurlo-Thrumbo  ilay  r"  ' 

Thus  wail'd  fhe  tearful  to  herfelf  alone. 
The  hollow  tubs  re-echcing  every  groan  :  . 
When  lo  !   her  much-lov'd  hero Jfood  to  view. 
And  her  heart  flutter'd  as  fhe  nearer  drew  : 
She  fought  the  garret  for  her  Sunday*:^  pride, 
Pinn'd  on  hernims,  and  bruihM  the  fleas  afide. 
Thebufy  fylphs  attend  thedrefling  fliir, 
This  clears  the  fcurf,  and  this  pork-lards  her  hair  ; 
This  with  its  breath  reduc'd  her  tear-fwoln  eve. 
Another  fans  the  pouting  nollrils  dry  : 
Down  came  thedamfel  with  fuperior  gr?xe. 
With  all  the  ftew-pan's  radiance  in  her  face  : 
So  dredg'd,  fo  finifii'd,  and  fo  fjft  her  lock,-' 
Now  trips  a  Goddefs,  and  now  frniles  a  ccok ; 
Flies  to  her  Hero,  with  refiitlcfs  charms, 
Andclafps  thelonfr,  col  i  Coi'ncl  \n  her  arms. 

^  4  i:^l^ROMPTU. 
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IMPROMPTU. 

TO  THOMAS  DE  GREY,  ES(^  MEMBER  FOR 
NORFOLK. 

TEACH  US  the  difFerence  to  know. 
Betwixt  the  bafe  zn^  free' torn  foe  ; 
I.efi-  at  the  royal  pglace  entry 
We  ihould  be  fhot  by  Scottifh  centry  ; 
O^  fent  to  Newgate  for  fedition. 
In  figning  Weftminfter's  petition  : 
Since  Thurloe  fays,  it  matters  not 

Whether  we  die  hyjhot  or  rot. 


THE      LIE. 

I. 

GO  Truth,  old-fafhion'd  gueft. 
To  teach  unwelcome  news, 
Thyfelf  fhalt  bear  the  teft. 
When  all  do  thee  refufe. 

Go  both  to  low  and  high. 
And  give  them  all  the  Lie. 


Oo 
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ir. 

Go  tell  the he's  weak, 

And  obftinate  withal  ; 
Tell  him  (for  Truth  will  fpeak) 
Heh's  loft  the  love  of  all  : 
And  if  he  will  reply. 
Fear  not  to  give  the  Lie. 

III. 

Tell  flatefmen  they're  rrot  whol?. 

By  vice  uninterrupted  ; 
In  body  and  in  foul 

They're  (hamefully  corrupted. 
If  llatefmen  will  reply, 
Give  ftatefinen  all  the  Lie. 

IV. 

Go  tell  the  court  it  fkreens 

Knaves,  murd'rers,  and  defaulters ; 
It  fcoundrels  entertains 

That  worthy  are  of  halters  : 
And  if  it  dare  reply, 
Then  give  it  ftraight  the  Lie. 

V. 

Go  tell  the  church  it  (lumbers. 

And  orders  gives  to  fools  ; 
Say,  churchmen  there  are  numbers, 

Who  dullnefs  leani  by  rules  : 


And 
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And  if  the  church  reply. 
Dare  vet  to  'rive  the  Lie* 


VI. 

Go  tell  the  lawyer's  courts,  , 

Their  lingering  far  worfe  is^_ 
With  plecis,  demurs,  reports. 
Than  all  our  other  curfes  : 
And  if  they  dure  reply, 
Q^iick  give  them  ail  the  Lie. 

VII. 

Go  tell  phyficians  grave, 

V/ho  boad  their  mighty  ikill. 
Some  lew  indeed  they  fave, 
But  many  more  they  kill  : 
And  if  they  v/ill  reply. 
Fail  not  to  give  the  Lie. 

VIII. 

Go  tell  thrftage  dirc£tors, 

True  tade  with  them  fure  fcarce  Is, 
While  they  are  fuch  prote(S}:ors 
Of  baby-pleafmg  farces: 

And  as  they  yield  replv. 
So  give  thcrn  all  the  Lie. 


Away, 
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Away,  and  fear  not,  tho' 

They  think  thee  quite  uncouth  ; 
For  thou  may'ft  let  them  know, 
Thy  nume  is  d.oivnright  Truth  : 
And  wifh  them  no  reply. 
For  thou  mull  give  the  Lie.. 


the  following  illustrioug  personages  will 
appear  in  the  under-mentioned  dresses 
and  characters,  at  the   subscrip- 
tion masquerade,  at  mrs.. 
cornelly's., 

IS  AI— — y  in  a  chiWs  frock  and  bib,  fol- 
lowed by  L — d  N y  in  the  habit  of  an  old 

woman,  holding  him  in  leading  firings. 

The  ^ -,  Ceres  with  a  cornucopia. 

The  D of  GI r,  in  the  charader  of  Bene- 

dick  the  married  man. 

The  D of  Cum J,    in  the  character  of 

Paris. 

The  P (sjy r  of  IF es,  the  witch  of 

Endor. 

The  D of  Norib d,  Trappclin,  in  Duke 

jind  no  Duke. 

The  Dii:hffs,  an  ale- wife. 
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Five  of  the  Maids  of  Honour^  reprefentlng  the  pa- 
rable of  the  five  foolifli  virgins,  carrying  the  lamps 
without  oil. 

Mifs  Vdn /j  in  the  charadter  of  one  of  the  wife 

Virgins. 

L— -y  IVald-^ — e^  in  the  charafler  of  the  Ifland 
Princefs. 

The  D-- of  Gr w,  a  New-Market  Jockey, 

L — y  Har ;?,  MefTalina. 

L — d  Lig — r,  an  old  fatyr. 

Mr.  F—x,  Sir  John  FalftafF. 

L — d  Har' — g—n^  an  alderman  with  a  pair  of  horns 
in  his  pocket. 

L — d  JF-^y — ih^  in  the  chara6ler  of  a  butcher. 

L — y  Har-^t  Stan — e^  Sufannah. 

L^-d  Mar — h,  following  her,  in  the  character  of 
cne  of  the  Elders. 

L — d  Car — ky  the  prodigal  fon. 

L — d  Tal — i,  in  the  character  of  the  fcarved  cook 
in  the  Mifer. 

L — d  Hert — d,  Rembrandt's  Gold-weigher. 

L — d  Per — •;•,  the  God  Priapus. 

Sir  F r  Nor — «,  the  devil. 

Mr.  Rig — -y,  a  drunken  Bacchanal. 

Mr.  Ver — w,  in  the  character  of  Fortune  in  a  rob« 
of  cards,  a  chain  of  dice  about  his  neck,  and  a  large 
box  on  his  head.. 

D —  of  D ,  a  bear  in  a  chainr 

Col..  Lui — /,  a  prize-fighter. 

A  DIALOGUE- 
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A      DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN  A  GENTLEMAN  AND    A    PAINTER,    AT 
THE  EXHIBITION  IN  SPRING-GARDENS, 

IN     THE     SPRING,      I770* 

GENT. 

'R.  Painter,  you  joke 
With  us  peaceable  folk, 
For  furely  it  never  can  be  ; 

That  three  brave  fons  of  Mars, 
Can  be  talking  of  wars, 
Whilft  like  mifles  they're  Tipping  their  tea. 

PAINT. 

Thefe  are  foldiers  indeed, 

But  their  trade's  not  to  bleed, 
'Tis  true,  they  wear  long  fwords  and  boots  ; 

Yet  they  deem  it  no  fin 

To  fleep  in  whole  frcin, 
So  ne'er  venture  to  (lain  e'en  their  coats. 

Should  I  paint  them  in  arms, 
'Midft  hoftile  alarms. 
What  mortals  a  fmile  could  refufe  ? 

For 
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For  tho'  daggers  they  fpeak. 
Were  their  country  at  ftake, 
Yet,  like  Hamlet,  Sir,  none  would  they  ufs 

.'Tis  theirs  in  the  Mall 

To  attra6l  the  foft  belle, 
Who  ev'ry  day  haunts  the  parade  ; 

For  the  fair  love  the  brave. 

And  fiill  firniiy  believe 
Thev  muft  be  fo,  who  wear  a  cockade. 

G  E  N  Tj 

I  allow  your  remark, 

But  'tis  not  in  the  park. 
That  their  prowefs  has  vanqulfh'd  the  farr^ 

There  is  no  one  but  knows 

How  they  flaughter'd  their  fcJes 
In  the  battle  of  Bloomfbury-Square. 

PAINT, 

When  UlyflTes  fcot-free, 

'Scap'd  the  fword  and  the  fea. 
As  Ovid  relateth  the  fable ; 

He  defcrib'd  to  his  wife, 

Where  he  ventur'd  his  life. 
By  the  wine  he  had  fpilt  on  the  tabic* 


Jufl 
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Jufl  fo  thefe  repoie. 

After  routing  their  foes. 
In  that  biuft'ring:,.  bloodlefs  campaign; 

So  now.  Sir,  you  fee. 

With  what's  fpilt  of  their  tea. 
They  are  fighing  it  over  again. 

''  Here  the  troopers  I  Ie4 

"  When  the  enemy  fled, 
**  And  there.  Sirs,  I  I  ofb  my  new  beaver; 

"  Here  a  tavlor's  afiaul-t 

**  Caus'd  the  hr-ft  line  to  halt, 
*'  And  there  I  encounter'd  a  weaver." 


BOBADIL. 


PRESENT    PUBLIC    WISHES, 

TH  E  K turjhes  to  be  quhi. 
The  people  wijh  him  to  be  great. 
The  miniftry  wifl)  to  continue  the  majority. 
Patriots  wiJh  for  liberty. 
Remonftrants  ivijh  for  redrefs. 
Old  maids  wiJh  for  j^oung  hufbands. 
Many  hufbands  z'j//^  for  divorces. 
The  proprietors  of  Ranelagh  and  Vauxhall  luljh  fol' 
-fair  weather, 

ChalrmeA 
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Chairmen  ivijh  for  foul  weather, 
Convi6ls  vj'ijh  for  life. 
"Wilkes  w'ijhes  no  longer  for  his  liberty. 
His  creditors  wij}:i  him  joy  of  it. 
The  outs  wifi  to  be  /;:. 
The  im  zv'ijh  to  continue  fo. 
Sore  confciences  zv'ijh  for  a  reftri6lIon  on  the  prefs. 
Players  zuijh  for  good  benefits. 
Vagabonds  ivijh  for  a  revolution. 
In  every  branch  of  the  conftitution. 
And  the  v^^riter  of  this  rhapfody  wifoe^  he  had  clear. 
No  more,  nor  lefs,  than  jufl  one  thoufand  pounds  a 
year. 


EPISTLE 

FROM  LADY  BR  IDGE  T*  L*  *  *,   TO  LADT 
BAB  BUTTERFLY,  AT  YORK. 

OU  cannot  Imagine,  my  dear  lady  Bab, 
H^>w  anxious  I  am  all  my  budget  to  biab  ; 
But,  lord,  I  could  tell  youathoufdnd  times  better. 
Than  icribbiing  my  thoughts,  like  a  clerk,  in  a  letter : 
But  when  we're  apart,  there  is  no  other  means 
Of  dcfcribing  the  vulgar,  and  St.  James's  fcenes — 
Weil,  then  to  begin,  my  dear  Bab,  and  be  fhort ; 
In  the  prefence  I  was,  v»'hcn  the  May'r  came  to  court ; 

Ye 
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Ye  Gods  !  what  a  fhame  !  that  the  fcum  of  the  earth 

Should  dare  to  petition  as  people  of  birth  : 

Such  a  fight,  my  dear  Bab,  with  their  gowns  and 

broad  faces, 
With  their  vile  vulgar  gaits,  and  their  ilaves  and 

their  maces  ; 
But,  like  owls  in  the  fun,  how  our  king  made  them 

blink  ! 
And  then,  my  dear  foul,  how  thefe   creatures  did 

ftink! 
1  declare,    eau  de  luce  hardly  kept  me  from  faint- 
ing i 
A  plague,  e'en  in  Turkey,  was  not  half  fo  taint- 
ing: 
But  the  king,  my  dear  child,  who  is  always  fo  clear. 
Sent  the  wretches  away  with  a  flea  in  their  ear. 
You  know  how  I  figh'd  for  a  prize  in  the  lottery  ; 
But  nov/  all  my  fighs  are  turn'd  round  on  the  coterie  : 
Betvv^een  you  and  me,  I'd  lay  twenty  to  feven. 
That  many  had  rather  go  there  than  to  heaven ; 
It's  the  fnuggeft  aiFair,  and  the  pleafanteft  plan. 
For  altho'  with  your  hufband — you  may  have  a  man; 
Do  you  know  tho',  they've  black-ball'd  George  Sel- 

wyn  and  March  ? 
(That  fweet  Macaroni,  foftifFand  fo  ftarch) 
Their  reafons  I  know  not;  but  fure  it  is  cruel. 
For  of  all  our  gay  lords,  fure  my  lord  is  the  jewel ; 
As  for  Selwyn,  the  creature  has  wit  and  good  fenfe. 
Which  to  n^-e,  lady  Bab,  is  a  horrid  offence. 

E  What 
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What  you  lofe,  my  dear  creature,  by  not  being  int" 

town ! 
Foote's  open,  and  Reynolds's  paintings  are  fhewn  : 
Enchanting  Vauxhall,  where  the  dark  walks,  fo  fnug. 
Afford  me,  at  times,  a  dear  kifs  and  a  hug. 
Well,  adieu,  lady  Bab,  for  engagements  are  prefiing; 
I  dine  at  Almack's — and  have  not  begun  drefling  j 
To  reach  the  dear  fpot,  I  am  all  in  a  fidget. 
And  beg  to  remain,  Bab — your  dear  little 

Bridget.. 


IHE    STATE-COACH. 

A     T  A  L  £. 
IN  IMITATION  OF  THE  MANNER  OF  DR.  SWIFT, 

NCE  on  a  time  a  grand  lord-may'r 
(No  matter  when,  no  matter  where) 
Kept  a  huge  pompous  coach  of  ftate, 
Of  mod:  enormous  bulk  and  weight ; 
And  on  the  times  of  public  joy, 
l^o  wheel  about  the  pond'rous  toy  ; 
He  kept  befides  a  noble  firing 
Of  horfcs,  fit  to  draw  a  king; 
All  of  high  blood,  all  beads  of  breeding. 
But  vicious  from  excefs  of  feeding  j 


Of 
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Of  courfe  iiitra6table  and  heady. 

Yet  in  one 'point  perverfely  Heady, 

Viz.  Each  good  deed  was  true  and  hearty 

To  his  own  interelt  and  his  party; 

Nay,  this  curs'd  fpirit  had  pofTeft 

To  fuch  degree  each  fturdy  beaft. 

That  not  a  fino-le  chuft  would  move 

o 

From  threats  or  foothing,   fear  or  love, 
Unlefs  in  partnerfnip  he  drew 
With  thofe  of  his  confed'rate  crew, 
Though  thus  the  clumfy  and  the  clever, 
111-paif'd  ofc  hobbled  on  together. 

Hence  v/hen  the  coach  was  ordcr'd  out, 
Buck  would  refufe  to  match  with  Stout, 
At  lead  one  inch  v/oiild  not  proceed 
Unlefs  impetuous  Di'mond  led, 
Who  when  of  late  our  grand  premier. 
And  then  uncheck'd  in  his  career, 
Vv"hiie  he  tugg'd  on  the  vaft  machine 
O'er  rough  and  fmooth,  through  thick  and  thin, 
Would  often  with  their  rapid  turn 
Make  the  wheels  creak  and  axle  burn  ; 
Yet  give  the  haughty  devil  his  due. 
Though  bold  his  quarterings,  they  were  true  : 
Yes,  let  us  not  his  fkill  difparage. 
He  never  once  o'erfet  the  carri.^gc. 
Though  oft  he  whirl'd  it,  one  would  tliink, 
Juil  o'er  the  pitfall's  headlong  brink  j 

'  E  2  While 
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While  at  each  hair-breadth  Tcape,  his  foes 

Would  cry,  there,  there,  by  G-d,  it  goes  ! 

And  asftiff  Buck  would  ne'er  fubmit 

But  on  thefe  terms  to  champ  the  bit. 

Stout  in  return  was  full  as  fullen. 

Nor  the  fame  harnefs  would  he  pull  in, 

Unlefs  by  cautious  Duke  preceded. 

Or  by  pacific  Sawney  headed  : 

The  body-coachman,  hence  unable 

To  rule  the  refradory  ftable. 

Was  forc'd  to  leave  the  faucy  brutes 

To  terminate  their  own  difputes ; 

And  when  they  deign'd  to  wear  the  traces, 

Chufe  their  own  partners  and  their  places ; 

But,  tir'd  themfelves  with  thefe  diftraclions^ 

Refolv'd  at  laft  the  feveral  fa(3:ions 

(For  in  their  anger  all  had  wit) 

Some  terms  of  union  to  admit, 

W^hich,  that  more  firmly  they  might  bind. 

Drawn  in  this  form  by  all  v/ere  fign'd  : 

We  the  contracling  fteeds,  (expreft 
Here  was  the  name  of  each  prime  beaft. 
As  Di'mond,  Sawney,  Duke)  however 
Determin'd  not  to  work  together, 
Yet  by  thefe  prefents  are  agreed,, 
To.' ether  peaceably  to  feed  : 
On  this  account  then  (work  or  play.) 
Let  sach  receive  his  'cuftom'd  pay  : 

Con  firm. 
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Confirm  we  by  concurring  votes 

To  each  his  daily  peck  of  oats  : 

Befides,  omit  we  by  no  means 

Proportion'd  quantities  of  beans  ; 

Nor  yet  warm  maflies  when  we  chufe  'em. 

Nor  Bracken's  balls  when  pleas'd  to  ufe  'em ; 

For  as  'tis  likely  from  full  feeding. 

At  times,  difeafes  may  be  breeding, 

'l^is  right  for  every  hcrfe  that  is  fick. 

Who  finds  the  food  fliould  find  the  phyfic. 

Thefe  previous  articles  now  clos'd^ 
Here  prudent  Di'mond  interpos'd. 
Long  fam'd  for  his  contempt  of  pelf. 
And  views  which  center'd  not  in  felf, 
*'  How  chang'd  at  prefent  ?"  (or  no  more 
Wears  he  that  mafic  which  once  he  wore.) 
Qiioth  he,  (vi^rapp'd  round  with  many  a  clout 
His  greafy  heels,  the  horfes  gout) 
*'  Snug  now  ourfelves  and  our  dependants, 
*'  Shall  we  negle<5t  our  dear  defcendants  ? 
"  Nay  e'en  from  fcrlpture  we  fhould  learn, 
"  For  our  own  houftiolds  due  concern  ; 
"  Lefi:  we  incur  then,  to  our  fhame, 
*'  Of  infidels  th'accurfed  name, 
"  Provide  we  next,  (if  fuch  your  will  is) 
*'   For  all  our  prefent  colts  and  fillies  ; 
"  No  matter,  though  for  this  fupply 
^*  We  drain  our  matter's  coffers  dry  : 

E  3  "  Stretch 
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"  Stretch  we  the  grant  too,  If  ye  pleafe, 

"  E'en  to  the  future  colts  of  thefe ; 

''  Then  to  their  coltlingsin  entail, 

"  Till  ifTue  of  fuch  iiTue  fail  : 

"  Well,  bullies,  are  you  all  content  ?" 

Each  fteed  here  fnorted  his  afient; 

And,  more  t' ex prefs  their  joy  of  heart. 

All  let  at  once  th'obflreperous  f — t ; 

The  mews,  through  ail  its  fpacious  round, 

Re-echo'd  to  th'unmanner'd  found  j 

And  now  adjufted  their  pretenfions. 

And  thus  fecur'd  their  long-breath'd  penfionsj 

Like  porkers  fattening  in  the  fly, 

On  their  fat  rumps  at  eafe  they  lie  ; 

Uplitter'd  to  their  ears  in  ftraw,. 

Yet  not  a  fmgle  h^ail  will  draw. 

Dogs  1  to  reduce  you  all  to  reafon, 
I  wifh,  at  leaft,  for  feme  iliort  feafon. 
That  in  your  prefent  mafier's  ftead. 
Too  m.eek  to  tame  fo  rou'>-h  a  breed. 
Too  mild  to  curb  your  faclious  fpirit, 
Too  good  to  treat  ye  as  ye  merit. 
Stern  boifierous  Cromwell  from  the  dead, 
Or  bluff  old  Kal  would  lift  his  head. 
That  I  might  fee  you  bound  and  fkip 
Beneath  their  difciplining  whip  ; 
That  I  might  fee  your  pamper'd  hides 
Flogg'd,  '"till  from  out  yourfurrow'd  fides 

Spun, 
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Spun,  in  each  part,  the  fizy  blood. 
Too  rich  from  floth  and  copious  food  ; 
That  thus  let  out  at  all  thefe  fluices, 
It  may  purge  off  its  vicious  juices ; 
While  I  fhould  hear  you,  at  each  jerk, 
'Cry,  lafh  no  more,  we'll  work,  we'll  work. 


IN    THE    SEASON    OF     1760, 

3^he  Subfcription-Books  at  Bath  were  opened  for  Prayers 
at  the  Abbey y  and  Gaming  at  the  Rooms. 

In  the  Evening  of  the  firji  Day^  the  N'Umbers  Jiood  as 

under : 

THE  chutch  and  rooms  the  other  day, 
Opeii'd  their  booics  for  pray'r  and  play ; 
The  prieft  got  twelve— Floy le  fixty-feven  ; 
.How  great  the  odds  for  hell  'gainft  heaven  ! 


AN     ANSWER. 

IF  figning  with  the  twelve,  to  heaven 
The  furefi:  way  does  ihevv. 
And  figning  with  the  fixty-feven, 
As  fure  to  hell  to  go  : 

E  4  Tim, 
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Tim,  prithee  fay  !  thou  knowing  elf, 

(For  to  decide  Fm  loth) 
Where  go  the  rell,  who  with  thyfelf. 

Perhaps  have  fign'd  with  both  ? 

Thus  Juftice  fays,  at  her  court  Icet, 

(And  Juftice  is  no  ftinter) 
"  In  heav'n  you'll  have  a  fummer  feat, 

*'  In  hell  a  houfe  for  winter, " 


EPIGRAM. 

SAY  S  Ch — dl — gh  to  a  certain  dame. 
Whom  royal  horners  woo, 
I  almoft  think  it  is  a  fhame 
To  talk  to  fuch  as  you. 

We  both,  reply'd  the  titled  whore. 
Have  been  a  theme  for  laughter, 

The  diff'rence  this,  you  felt  before. 
My  foible  happened  after. 


E    P    I    -G    R    A    M. 

^F  Outs  and  Ins,  the  common  fins. 
Are  public  peculation ; 
Ins  have  been  Outs,  and  Outs  been  Ins, 
And  both  have  robb'd  the  nation. 


Since 
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Since  both  alike  one  plan  purfue. 

Of  mal-adminiftration. 
Of  each  fort  raife  a  chofen  few 

To  an  exalted  ftation. 

My  views  are  far  from  finifter 
To  work    a  reformation  ; 

I'd  make  Jack  Ketch  prime  minifter 
Of  each  man's  elevation. 


ON    THE    OUTS    AND    INS. 

THE  Outs  much  like  an  empty  flomach  are. 
That  frets  and  keeps  a  coil  for  diet; 
The  Ins,  to  one  that's  full  you  may  compare. 

Which  well  contented  is  and  quiet. 
A  veflel  full,  when  ftruck,  makes  no  replies. 
But  th'  empty  barrel  always  makes  a  noife : 
Thus  he  that's  in  no  'ccafion  has  to  quarrel  j 
But  he,  that's  out,  is  like  an  empty  barrel. 


A      CHARACTER. 

OF  vice  the  fecret  friend,  the  foe  profefs'd. 
Of  every  talent  to  deceive  pofiTefs'd  ; 
As  mean  in  houfliold  favings,  as  profufe 
In  vile  corruption's  fcandalous  abufe. 

Mentally 
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Mentally  tlind,  on  whom  no  ray  of  truth, 
iE'er  glanc'd  aufpicious,  e'en  in  bloom  of  youth. 
Perfidious,  arbitrary.^  proud  and  bafe, 
With  all  the  fins  that  damn'd  the  Stuart  race. 
Without  one  virtue  to  fecurefrom  fhame 
The  flattering  promife  of  an  early  fame, 
Thou  tinfel  pageant  of  a  fummer  dav  ! 
But  winter  flern  Ihall  tear  thy  mafk  away  ; 
Shall  drag  at  once  into  abhorred  light, 
A  heart  beft  hid  beneath  the  veil  of  night. 
Nou-ht  will  avail  thy  filly,  fimpering  fmile^ 
No  artifice  can  his  rough  hand  beguile  5 
'One  generalindignation  will  be  fnewn, 
Contempt,  at  lai},  is  into  hatred  grown. 
What,  tho' inimitable  Churchill's  hearfe 
^Sav'd  thee  from  all  the  vengestnce  of  his  verfe, 
Macaulay  fhall  in  nervous  proTe  relate 
Whence  flows  the  venom  that  diftrads  the  flate. 
Thy  name  will  ftink  in  hiiTry's  awful  pa^^e, 

Curs'd  by  thy  native  land  from  age  to  age  : 

Sure,  as  that  fack-infpir'd  Whitehead  fings. 
And  Scotch  AddrefTers  hail  the— -heft  of  Kings. 

Allen's  Ghost. 


The 


[    63     ] 


THE       ANSWER. 

RisuM  teneatis  Amici  ? 

TO  hear  your  complaints  I  fhall  ever  be  ready. 
And  not  to  redrefs  them  1  fwear  I  am  fleady. 
It  gives  me  concern  that  you  come  here  milled  : 
Your  Rcmonftr-^.nce  [  hold  is  not  over  v/cll-brcd. 
To  arraign  my  Iviam-:'.  aud  my  Minion  mud:  be 
Difrefpectful  at  leaft  botn  to  tliem  and  to  mc  ; 
Befidcs  'tis  injurious,  tho'  true,'  to  be  toid 

That  MY  P t's  bought,  that  the  people  are  fold. 

For  of  places  and  penhons  a  rnonrercus  profufion 
Is  plac'd  in  my  hands  by  our  wiieconilitution. 

In  fpite  of  my  m.odefty  too  I  mufi:  raife, 
Since  you  will  not  do  it,  my  own  Tong  of  praife. 
The  law  of  the  land  to  refpefl  is  my  glory  ! 
And  as  I  was  born  and  bred  a  ftaunch  Tory, 
If  you  dare  to  hi  full  or  trifie  v/ith  law. 
Like  Nero,  by  :vl******S  Til  keep  you  in  av/c. 
I  fcorn  to  encroach  on  the  one  houfe  or  t'other ; 
I  only  c******  them  ;  then  why  fuch  a  poiher  ? 
Too  well  I  remember  the  o/.th  tliat  [  made. 
The  beft  of  K — gs  never  your  rights  will  invade  ; 
From  a  beggarly  fpot  we  were  caJi'd,  and  we  came 
Thofe  rights  to  defend  ;  then  may  I  not  claim, 

Since 
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Since  the  ty***t  to  play  I  Co  feldom  endeavour. 
That  the  cry  of  my  People  fliould  be  G—e  for  ever  ? 
Then  laughing  he  publifh'd  this  gracious  command  ; 
Inftead  of  my  a — fe  let  them  all  kifs  my  hand. 


TO    THE   LORD   OF    THE   ISLE. 

Dabis,  Improbe,  Paenas» 

HERE  wilt   thou  ftop,    thou  all-corrupting 
Thane, 

Who  render'fl  ail  the  patriot's  labours  vain  i 
Who  prov'ft  by  titles,  ribbons,  or  by  gold. 
That  boafted  virtue  may  be  bought,  and  fold  ! 
That  ftubborn  pride  can  {loop  to  aid  thy  plan — 
That  Chatham  doats,  tho'  Pitt  was  once  a  man  ! 

Shall  there  not  rife  fome  great,  fuperior  force. 
To  check  thy  mad  ambition  in  its  courfe  ? 
To  drag  thee,  flruggling,  from  behind  the  throne. 
And  make  thy  head  for  thy  falfe  heart  atone? 
Shalt  thou  ofgoodnefs  taint  the  purefl  fpring. 
By  hell-born  magic  fafcinatc  thy  King? 
And  ihall  not  ficedom's  enterprizing  arm 
Cut  through  the  gordian  knot  that  binds  the  charm  ? 

Blefb'd  be  the  man,  who,  virtuous,  juft,  and  brave, 
Shall  ilretch  his  band  his  country's  rights  to  fave, 

Ere 
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Ere  Albion's  fons  become  no  longer  free. 
And  all  her  chiefs  unpopular,  like  thee  ! 

One  man  J,  like  Abdiel,  all  thine  arts  hath  found. 
Firm  'midft  defertion,  *midft  corruption  found  ; 
One  whofe  quick  eye  can  penetrate  thy  wiles, 
Thy  frowns  who  dreads  not,  nor  who  courts   thy 

fmiles ; 
Who  loves  aBrunfwick,  hates  a  Stuart  reign. 
But  moft  abhors  a  kingdom- grafping  Thane. 
Beware  his  vengeance  :  For  the  day  will  come. 
Big  with  ripe  fate,  and  black  with  gath'ring  doom  ; 
When  thy  jud  fov'reign,  yielding  to  the  call 
Of  groaning  millions,  urging  on  thy  fall. 
Will  from  thy  dazzling  greatnefs  hurl  thee  down. 
And  vindicate  the  honour  of  his  crown, 

"l  Earl  Temple. 


EPITAPH 

FOR    SIR    D -y    R R,     K 


Here 

Refts  at  laft 

From  all  his  fanguinary  Defires, 

Sir  D  #  *  #  #  Y  R  #  #  #  R,    Knt, 

Whofe  Love  of  Money 

was  only  exceeded 

B;y  his  Luft  of  Punifhment ; 

Form'J- 
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Form'd  by  Nature  for  all  the  Chicanery 

Of  the  Law, 

Improved  by  the  double 

And  deceitful  Education 

Of  a 

Prefbyterian, 

By  unwearied  Appiication 

To  his  own  Intereff, 

By  proftituting  his  Confcience, 

And 

A  true  time-fervino-  Spirit. 

Of         ^""J 

In  Spite  cf  Genius, 

Fio.n  the  bafcft  Original, 

He  acquired  the  iminenfe  Sum 

Of  Three  Hundred  Thoufand  Pounds; 

And  wriggled  himiW  into  the  Poft 

Of  Att y  G 1. 

In  the  Execution  of  this  Oince 

His  Heart  conflantly  felt  Affliaion, 

His  Eye  ever  flow'd  with  Sorrow, 

When  the  Innocent  efcaped  unpuni/Iied, 

H-ence,  by  flavifli  Obedience 

i  o  xU — 1  Mandates, 

In  vvrciling  Lavv's  to  arbitrary  Purpofes, 

He  afcended  the  Seat 

Of 

LordCh— fj e. 

The   {lime  Thirfi:  of  Vengeance 
Still  v/aitvd  on  his  Fcotihps  j 

Thofe 
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Thofe  whom  he  long'd  to  punife 

As  Att y. 

He  now  condemn'd. 

With  Delight, 

As  Judge  : 

Truth  found  no  Juftice, 

Virtue  no  Favour, 

Innocence  no  Mercv, 

When  in  Oppofition  to  C — rt  Meafures  i. 

Zealous  to  eftablifh  Tyranny 

In  the  Crown  Law, 

Againft  all  but  *  Robbers 

Of  the  Public  Money, 

To  whom,  from  Sympathy, 

He  was  merciful  beyond  Meafure;. 

Enemy  to  Liberty, 

Steady  in  his  Country's  Ruin, 

Encouraged  and  adapted 

By  all  the  Qualities  in  Head  and  Heart, 

Which  difgrace  human  Nature 

To  reo^ueft  Nobility  i 

He  afked, 
And  it  was  granted. 

Heaven  and  Monarchs 
Behold  with  different  Eyes : 

*  V'idc  Le  — p's  trial,  where,  after  being  found  guilty  of  ilfegalJ^ 
pcffcfling  twenty  thoufand  pounds, ,  he  was  only  fined  the  intereft  cf- 
th.e  mcney,  he  had- in  bis  hands,  ftili  prelerving  all  his  places  but  one. 

Him*. 
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Him,  whom  his  S n  fummoned 

To  a  Peerage, 

God  fnatched  to  anfwer  for  his  Crimes, 

For  know,  the  Almighty  will  not 

Always,  unrefenting. 

Permit  the  Ambitious  to  receive. 

Nor  Kings  to  beftow  thofe  Honours 

On  the  Nefarious, 

Which  are  only  the  juft  Reward 

Of 

VIRTUE. 


ON     PART     OF     TME      UNIVERSITY -CHURCH      IN 

OXFORD    BEING    CONVERTED    INTO 

A    LAW-SCHOOL. 

YES,  yes  ;  you  may  rail  at  the  Pope  as  you  pleafe. 
But  trufl  me  ihzt  Miracles  never  will  ceafe. 
See  here — an  event  that  no  mortal  fufpec^ed  ! 
See  Law  and  Divinity  clofely  connected  ! 
To  prove  the  oldpro-jcrb,  which  long  hath  feem'd  odd. 
That  tbs  ncarejl  the  Church  are  the  far  theft  from  God. 


ON 


%  ] 


ON    A     BLACK     MARBLE     STATUE     OF    A    SLAV] 
STANDING  IN  ONE  OF  THE  INNS  OF  COURT. 

N  vain,  poor  fable  Ton  of  woe. 
Thou  feek'ft  a  tender  ear  ; 
In  vain  thy  tears  with  anguifh  flow. 
For  mercy  dwells  not  here. 

From  cannibals  thou  fly'ft  in  vain  ; 

Lawyers  lefs  quarter  give  ; 
The  firft  won't  eat  you  till  you're  flain. 

The  laft  will  do't  alive. 


ON   SEEING   A   LAW-BOOK 

BOUND     IN     UNCOLOURED      CALF,      AND     WHITE 

EDGES. 

'ITH  unftain'd  edges,  and  In  fpotlefs  calf, 
A  Law-Book  bound  muft  make  a  ftoic  laugh ; 
For  in  that  ftriking  emblem  you  may  fee. 
Not  what  Law  is,  but  what  the  1j2.w  Jhouid  be  : 
A  Law-Book  thus  in  the  Law  Livery  diefl-. 
Is  like  a  Jefult  in  a  Layman's  veil; 

F  'Tis 
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^Tis  like  a  ftrumpet  cloath'd  in  fpotiefs  whitCy 
'Tis  like  a  bitter  apple,  fair  to  fight ; 
'Tis  like  a  fimple  quaker,  plain  and  neat. 
That  with  his  yeas  and  noes  is  fure  to  cheat  ; 
'Tis  like  a  pirate,  that  falfe  colours  fhows, 
Or  Hecla's  flames  concealed  in  virgin  fnows ; 
'Tis  like — in  fhort,  'tis  like  Dan  Milton's  fin; 
All  fair  without,  but  monftrous  foul  within. 


WRITTEN  UNDER  A  PICTURE  OF 
KITTY  FISHER, 

DRAWN  IN  THE    CHARACTER  OF  CLEOPATRA. 


T 


O  this  fam'd  chara£l:er  how  juft  thy  right  I 
Thy  mind  as  wanton,  and  thy  form  as  bright. 


THE  PETTICOAT  ADMINISTRATION. 

Peace,  Idiot  man,  woman  fhall  ever  rule  ; 
How  oft  to  her,  you've  prov'd  yourfelf  a  fool. 

LONG  have  the  men  triumphant  reign'd. 
Over  this  giddy  nation  ; 
But  neither  law  or  truth  niaintain'd, 
The'  each  maintain'd  his  ftation. 


In 
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In  government  there  Is  no  truth, 
Lord  Egmont  fwears,  odd  rat  'em, 

'Tis  prov*d  by  Jemmy  Twitcher's  mouth. 
And  by  the  Earl  of  Chatham. 

The  outs  they  rail  at  thofe  who're  in  ; 

The  ins  at  thofe  who're  out  ; 
Whigs  roar  to-day  for  Wilkes  and  Glynn, 

And  then  for  John  of  Bute. 

No  cod-fmack  fhifts  her  fails  fo  quick, 

Nor  makes  fo  many  tacks  ; 
They  lie,  they  fwear,  at  nothing  ftick. 

At  Arthur's  or  Almack's. 

The  tibband  I  this  day  had  given, 

'Twas  yefterday  to  tv^'o  ; 
To-morrow  'twill  be  hung  on  feven, 

And  then,   the  Lord  knows  how. 

Away  with  faligue  law  and  rule  ; 

Why,  give  it  to  our  war-fons  ? 
Inftead  of  dangling  on  a  fool — 

Pray  hang  it  on  Mifs  Parfons. 

But  now,  to  cut  the  matter  flioit. 

Grieve  not  that  all  are  mad. 
When  lying  is  the  maftei'iiy^r/. 

Servants  will  be  as  bad. 


F  2  I  there- 
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I  therefore  to  the  world  propofc, 
No  more  of  Wilkes  and  Bute, 

Let  them  be  friends,  vvhoVe  long  been  iocs. 
In  Jir  Sir  Fletcher  mute. 

Senate  !  attend  3  I  have  a  plan. 

Drawn  up  by  hands  not  common  ; 
That  government  may  end  in  man, 

And  now  commence  in  woman. 

i  think  I  fee  the  ilatefman  flare, 

The  law  and  clergy  fpar, 
V/hile  foluiers  bend  unto  the  fair. 

And  like  the  fofter  war. 

I  know  no  man  dare  difapprove 

The  plan  which  now  I  draw; 
Charlotte,  (he  is  the  queen  v/e  love^ 

Of  England  and  her  law. 

G n  the  prefident  fhall  be 

Of  council,  for  file's  able  ; 
Then  you'll  have  cards  and  burgundvy 

Dcvv'n  to  the  chaplain's  table. 

The  treafury  let  King n  take  ; 

Yet,  that  is  fcarce  enough 
1  wo  paltry  fireworks  to  make. 

And  buy  her  pins  and  fnuff. 


7"^hy 
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Thy  daughters  Har n  and  thee. 

What  little  poll  will  charm  ye? 

The  navy  treafurer  one  jQiall  be. 
The  other  pay  the  army. 

North d  mailer  of  the  horfe 

Aftride  fhall  nobly  pafs  ; 
And,  to  help  out  her  gen'rous  purfe. 

Shew  too  the  queen's  fine  afs. 

One  for  the  houfhold  we  mud  find. 
There  Ch — d — s  let  us  hitch  in  ; 

She's  of  a  plain  and  homely  mind. 
And  fit  to  fill  a  kitchen.. 

Th'  exchequer,  who's  fo  fit  to  graces 

As  lovely  Mrs.  P—t ; 
Efpecially  fincc  fhe's  out  place. 

And  loves  to  pick  a  bit. 

Sweet  lady  Sarah,  fhc  fiiall  rule 
Where  fhc  can  move  and  feel  j 

She  fiiall  command  each  am'rous  fool. 
And  have  the  privy  feal. 

Let's  for  ajoid  chief  juftice  look — 
What  for  the  Common  Pleas  ? 

There  fhove  my  lady  B — lb — ke. 
She  can  divorce  v/ith  eafe. 


Y^  o  / 


F  3  Poor 


[     74    3 

Poor  lady  V — e,  I'm  much  afraid 

Penfion  or  place  can't  hold  ; 
Unlefs  'tis  at  the  board  of  trade. 

And  file's  for  trade  too  old. 

If  Richmond's  ranger  will  but  pleafe 

Great  lady  E e's  rigg. 

Let  her  plough  up  the  park  for  peafe 

To  feed  her  fa v 'rite  pig. 

For  maids  of  honour,  we  muft  choofe 
Men  who  are  ftrong  and  flout ; 

V/hen  ladies  call  that  won't  refufe, 
Nor  flur  Vv^hat  they're  about. 

Earl  P — y  then  (hall  take  the  lead, 

That  man  of  muckle  might; 
Sprung  from  old  Chevy-chace's  breed, 

And  form'd  for  love's  delight. 

Sweet  lady  P— y  fliall  no  more 

Complain  of  lovelefs  nights; 
Her  gentle  fpoufe  fhall  be  turn'd  o'er 

For  am'rous  court  delights. 

M — e,  V s,  A ,  and  Lord  C — k. 

Shall  clofe  this  fmirking  train  ; 

Well  made  for  maids  of  honour  work. 
Too  delicate  for  pain. 


Now 
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Now  let  us  fill  three  holy  fees. 

Sobriety  can't  flur  'em. 
Women  can  prey  with  as  much  eafe 

As  Briftol,  York,  or  Durham. 

V — fi — t,  St — h — e,  A — er,  now 

Supply  thofe  holy  places  ; 
Cards  to  the  chapkins  pray  allow. 

But  difavow  all  graces. 

For  praying  and  religion  too 

Have  got  at  fuch  a  top. 
We're  loft,  unlefsyour  docSlrine  new. 

To  goodnefs  puts  a  flop. 

Old  Can y  fhall  not  have 

•  A  'tifficky  old  grunter ; 
With  one  foot  fmking  in  the  grave. 
While  we've  a  Kitty  H — er. 

Pem e,  fo  v/ell  on  honour  writes, 

Muft  fermons  make  in  plenty ; 
They'll  pafs  your  time  'tween  meals  and  White's, 

His  do6lrine  will  relent  ye. 

Old  lady  Huntingdon,  no  more 

Shall  be  reforted  to  ; 
Who  won't  quit  Satan  and  threefcore, 

For  heaven  in  twenty-two. 

F  4  Sweet. 
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Svteet  bifliop  Kitty,  when  you  pray. 

Who  will  refufe  to  kneel  ? 
You  will  reduc.e  each  fon  of  clay, 

Thoufrh  he  v/ere  HifFas  fteel. 

For  London,  one  both  wife  and  grave 
Muft  be,  yet  foft  and  barren  ; 

Sir  George,  we  muft  your  goodnefs  crave^^ 
To  fpare  us  bifliop  Warren. 

To  one  I'll  give  the  Admiralty, 

Who'll  rule  it  with  a  nod  j 
She  fhall  an  Apiphitrite  be. 

And  rule  each  liquid  god. 

Earl  P — y's  lady  there  fhall  reign. 

Per  terram  et  per  mare. 
And  make  our  fea-gulls  ftiil  remain 

7'he  o;allant  aves  rars» 


o* 


As  for  the  i-efl,  I  wouM'nt  place 

Under  their  fxcill  a  fkuller; 
Pray  do  you  think  old  Neptune's  face. 

Was  ever  feen  by  Duller  ? 

Who  can  controul  the  navy  board. 
Like  Kn — b — es  fweet,  fair,  and  gay 

With  captains  ihe  will  then  be  ftor'd, 
And  prick  them  cf  their  pay. 


The 
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The  wondrous  wife  Sir  Thomas  Slade, 
Who  other's  genius  mocks. 

Shall  fly  to  madam  Ben — k's  aid, 
To  make  chain-pumps  and  blocks. 

Fair  H — n — y,  C — 1 — r,  B by. 

Shall  roll  in  routs  and  cards  ; 

They  (hall  the  three  furveyors  be 
Of  all  the  royal  yards. 

For  poet  laureat  we  muft  chufe 
A  wench  behind  the  curtain  ; 

An  am'rous,  incoherent  mufe, 
A  Philippina  Burton. 

For  fecretaries  of  the  flate. 
By  heavens  I'll  find  a  fcore, 

Wifer  3nd  of  a  higher  date. 
Than  any  men  in  ilore. 

M'Caulay,  firfl  department  grace, 
Lennox  (hall  then  come  a'ter  : 

If  ye  want  Greek  in  fuch  a  place. 
What  think  ye  of  Mifs  Carter  ? 

Now  Ireland's  lord  lieutenant  make  ! 

A  fpend thrift  flie  muft  be, 
A  giddy,  gambling,  gallant  rake 

And  lady  A — b — e  flie. 


Fo> 
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For  this,  good  do£lor,  I'll  be  bail; 

She  cannot  be  revil'd, 
For  if  the  men  at  court  fhould  fail. 

She'll  get  you  all  with  child. 

For  Mrs.  GIbfon,  who's  fo  wife, 

Her  parts  have  no  deception  ; 
For  youth  and  age  fhe  will  fuffice. 

And  pleafe  with  quick  conception. 

O  !  fhe  will  give  ye  fpecial  fport. 

What  nurfes  fhall  we  need ! 
What  cradles  then  will  wag  at  court. 

To  hufn  this  pretty  breed  ! 

Let  L ham  command  a  fleet, 

Bofcawen  taught  her  how  ; 
And  flnce  (he  did  the  admiral  beat, 

The  French  flie  muft,  you  know. 

To  fight  like  feme's  an  eafy  trade. 

Our  arms  let  G r  lead  ! 

She'll  trim  ten,  like  the  Orlean  maid. 

Or  lord  George  Sackville's  breed. 

One  fhall  command  our  horfe,  won't  flinch, 

Well  known  to  every  trooper ; 
in  charging  fhe'll  not  lofe  an  inch, 

I'll  warrant  Lucy  Cooper. 


If 
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If  ye  approve  this  little  fketch, 

I'll  end  all  perturbation  ; 
And  with  the  aid  of  good  Jack  Ketch, 

Will  calm  this  frantick  nation. 

Molly  Machiavel. 


TO    MISS  MOLLY   MACHIAVEL, 

ON    HER    PETTICOAT    ADMINISTRATION, 

I. 

WFIAT  !  all  the  pods  of  honour  gone  ! 
Who  can  refrain  from  laughter. 
To  fee  the  T — wnfh — nd's  left  alone. 
The  mother  and  the  daughter, 

n. 

Long  and  well  known  to  public  fame, 

For  gallantry  and  wit. 
The  dowager  puts  in  her  claim. 

And  fv/ears  {he'll  have  a  hit, 

III. 

With  Williams,  Winnington,  it  feems, 

A  merry  life  fhe  led  ; 
And  hackney 'd  in  all  ways  and  means ^ 
■  She  was  to  bufmefs  bred. 

The 
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IV. 

The  hack-Jlairs  be  her  province  then. 
The  bed-ckamber  without ; 

And  but  the  very  heft  of  men 
Will  e'er  get  in  or  out. 

V. 

Armed  with  a  hattle-ax  in  hand,  - 
Love's  emblem  in  a  ftorm ; 

Who  fhall  \ht  pen/toilers  command  r 
The  gay,  the  gallant  O . 

VL 

Dear  Molly  then  for  once  be  kind, 
Tlieir  proper  pofts  affign  'em. 

And  if  a  chafter  pair  you  find, 

Witli  pleafure  they'll  rcfign  them. 


HUMOROUS   ADVERTISEMENTS. 

Next  Month, 
Will  be  fold  by  Inch  of  Candle,  to  the  highefr  Biddc/, 

The  E of  K ~'^s  BIBLE: 

(The  Owner  having  no  further  Occafion.  for  it) 

It 
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It  is  butefully  printed  in  the  Minion  letter,  on  royal 
paper;  half  bound-,  double  gilt ;  and  has  a  Rnebro^d 
PhylaSfery  running  round  the  borders. 

With  notes,    comments,  and  illuftrations,   in  ma- 

nufcript, 

By  David  Stuart  Mac  Sceptich^  Efq; 

Late  Chaplain  in  ordinary,  and  Secretary  of  Em- 
bafiy,  and  now  Secretary  to  the  Right  Hon. 
G C- . 

*#*  A  confiderable  fum  has  been  offered  for  the  good^ 
w///of  this  Bible,  being  a  lucky  one.  It  is  admira- 
bly fitted  for  telling  of  fortunes,  and  difcovering 
ftolen  goods,  with  the  aid  of  a  Key.  On  the  white 
paper  at  the  beginning,  are  the  names  and  time  of 
birth  of  his  1 p's  numerous  and  hopeful  pro- 
geny, with  their  places,  penfions,  reveifions,  and 
grants.  And  on  the  white  Paper  at  the  latter  tnd^ 
is  a/)r^^A7?/diflertation,  in  his  own  hand-writing, 
on  the  text  ^ In  godllnefs  there  is  great  gain. 

For  further  particulars  enquire  at  the  Chamberlain's 
Office,  the  borough  of  Orford  ;  the  Caftle  of 
Dublin;  Kenfington  Palace;  the  fecretary  of 
ftate's  office  ;  the  office  of  ordnance ;  the  fecre- 
tary of  flate's  office  in  Ireland,  ^'c.  &c.  kc.  &c, 
^^c.  kQ.  kc,  kc,  kc. 


Is 


[     82     ] 


In  the  Prefs^  and  f^eedily  ivill  be  pubUfned^ 

Price  2s.  6d.  bound  in  red  Leather. 
The    Conway    Court    Regi/ler, 

In  this  Regifter  is  contained  a  full  account  of  all  the 
offices,  civil,  and  military  ;  penfions,  reverfions, 
o^rants,  governments,  titles,  &c.  Sec.  lately  given 
to,  and  now  held  by  that  family  and  its  allies,  in 
England,  Scotland,  Ireland,  and  America.  The 
Public  may  be  aiTured  that  no  pains  have  been 
fpared  to  make  this  book  complete  3  notwithftand- 
ing  that  it  has  been  malicioufly  aflerted,  in  order  to 
prejudice  the  fale,  that  the  number  of  offices,  &c, 
has  been  fo  great,  and  fome  of  the  grants  fo  fecret, 
that  no  private  perfon  could  come  at  the  exa£l 
knowledge  of  them.  If,  after  this  Regifter  is 
printed  off,  any  new  employments  fhould  be  be- 
ftowed  on  tijat  family,  they  v/ill  be  printed  on  a 
feparate  fheet,  and  given  gratis  to  the  purchafers  of 
this  book. 

J\r  B.  By  way  of  an  Appendix,  will  be  printed  a  cor- 
real Lift  of  the  offices  from  which  the  friends  of 
General  Conway  have  been  lately  removed. 


AN 
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AN    liMPORTANT    (QUESTION 
DECIDED. 

TO  break  his  word,  or  lofe  his  place. 
Is  C y's  meditation; 

I  own  it  is  a  weighty  cafe. 
And  well  worth  confid 'ration. 

But,  Sir,  your  brother,  nephew,  wife, 

Confult  on  this  occafion  ; 
They'll  give,  I  vouch  it  on  my  life. 

Right  folid  confolation. 


LIBERTY      HALL, 

OLD  Homer  !  but  what  have  we  with  him  to  do  ? 
What  are  Grecians  or  Trojans  to  me  or  to  you  ? 
Such  heathenifh  heroes  no  more  I'll  invoke. 
Choice  fpirits  ailift  me,  attend  hearts  of  oak. 

Sweet  peace,  belov'd  handmaid  of  fcience  and  art, 
Unanimity,  take  your  Petitioners  part ; 
Accept  of  my  fong,  'tis  the  beft  I  can  do — 
But  firft,  may  it  pleafe  ye,  my  fervice  to  you. 

Perhaps 
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Perhaps  my  Addrefs  you  may  premature  think ; 
Becaufe  I  have  mention'd  no  toaft  as  I  drink  ; 
There  are  many  fine  toafts,  but  the  bed  of  them  all 
Is  the  toaft  of  the  times  ^  that  is.  Liberty-hall. 

That  fine  Britifli  building  by  Alfred  was  fam'd. 
Its  o-rand  corner-flone  Magna  Charta  is  nam'd  ; 
Independency  came  at  Integrity's  call. 
And  form'd  the  front  pillars  of  Liberty-hall. 

That  manor  our  forefathers  bought  with  their  blood. 
And  their  fens,  and  their  fons  fons,  have  prov'd  the 

deeds  good  ; 
By  that  title  we'll  live,  by  that  title  we'll  fall. 
For  life  is  not  life  out  of  Liberty- hall. 

In  her  mantle  of  honour,  eaeh  ftar-fpangled  fold. 
Playing  bright  in  the  funiliine,  the  burnifli  of  gold  ; 
Truth  beams  on  her  breaft ;  fee,  at  Loyalty's  call. 
The  genius  of  England  in  Liberty-hall, 

The  fweet-fmelling  courtlings  of  ribband  and  lace. 
The  fpaniels  of  power,  and  bounty's  difgrace, 
So  fupple,  fo  fervile,  fo  pailive  ye  fall ; 
But  pailive  obedience  loft  Liberty-hall. 

But  when  Revolution  had  fettled  the  crown. 
And  natural  reafon  knocked  tyranny  down, 
Ko  frowns  tloath'd  with  terior  appear'd  to  appall. 
The  doors  were  thrown  open  of  Liberty-hall. 

See 
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See  England  triumphant,  her  fhips  fweep  the  fea. 
Her  ftandard  is  "Jujlice^  her  watch  word  ht  free  \ 
Our  King  is  our  countryman,  Engliftimen  all, 
God  bless  him  and  blefs  us  in  Liberty-hall. 

Ou  zere  is  des  all — Monfieur  wants  to  know  ; 
'Tis  neither  at  Marli,  Verfailles,  Fontainbleau  : 
^Tis  a  pakce  of  no  mortal  architedl's  art. 
For  Liberty-hall  is  an  Englishman's  heart. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  LORD  VISCOUNT 
'PULTENEY. 

WRITTEN      IN      THE     YEAR     1 747, 
AT    WESTMINSTER-SCHOOL. 

BY     GEORGE     COLMAN. 

TO  you,  my  Lord,  thefe  lines  I  write. 
Left  you  forget  poor  Coley  quite, 
(Wr.o  ftill  is  drudging  in  the  college. 
In  flow  purfuit  of  further  knowledge  : 

With  many  a  cruel  lafh  his on. 

To  make  him  fome  time  hence  a  parfon; 
A  judge,  perhaps,  or  a  phyfician. 
Strolling  on  RatclifF's  exhibition.) 

G  While 
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While  yqu  with  foreign  monarcl)ja  dine. 
Or  fup  with  princes  crofs  the  Rhine  s 
Idle  your  hours  in, lazy  ftate, 
Juft  as  forgetful; as  you're  great ; 
Ramble  to  ev'ry  court  your  rounds. 
Draw  when  you  pleafe  an  hundred  pounds j 
Defplfe  expence,  and  drefs  out  tawdry. 
In  cloaths  of  lace,  and  gay  embroid'ry  j 
Shine  at  the  ball,   and  bri(kly  dance. 
As  tho'  you  had  been  bred  in  France. 
I  hear  too  that  your  conftant  trade  is 
To  ogle  and  enfnare  the  ladies, 
Whofe  hearts  unwary  nre  like  tinder. 
And  wafle  away  by  love  t'a  cinder, 
Whilft  you  are  glad  to  fee  your  pride 
On  all  occafions  gratify'd. 
And  difregard  your  friends  at  London, 
Not  caring  tho'  they're  hang'd  or  undone, 
"  But  hold   Cyou  cry)  why  this  abufe  ? 
"  Pray  hearken.  Sir,  to  my  excufe  ; 
"  Nor  hurry  with  impetuous  thought, 
*'  To  blame  your  friend,  ere  he's  in  fault. 
"  At  th' Hague  we  had  not  time  to  reft  us, 
"  Difturbances  did  fo  moled  us  j 
"  For  you  muft  know,  thefe  fcoundrel  Dutch 
*'  Rebel,  for  being  tax'd  too  much. 
*'  Loyal  and  paflive  we  obey  on, 
"  And  bear  all  taxes  they  can  lay  on, 

«  The 


! 
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*'  The  Britlfli  Lion. now  is  couchant, 

*'  Grumbling,  perhaps,  but  won't  make  much  on't; 

"  Taking  with  patient  refignation, 

"  Whate'er's  impos'd  upon  the  nation, 

"  In  camp  too,  I'd  but  little  leifure, 

''  My  time  was  (o  filled  up  with  pleafure. 

'V  With  all  old  fchool-fellows  fo  dear, 

"  And  Albemarle,  and  Ligonier, 

"  That  I  had  fcarce  an  hour  to  fpare» 

*'  The  Duke  too  fhew'd  me  a  review, 

*'  All  that,  at  that  time,  he  could  do  ; 

"  For  you  muft  know,  at  prefent  writing, 

"  Our  armies  have  all  done  with  fighting. 

*'  From  hence  to  Hanover  we  went, 

'*  lyiv'd  in  a  round  of  merriment. 

''  I  had  no  time  to  fcribble  letters, 

*'  To  you,  dear  Coley,  or  your  betters." 

My  lord,  you're  right,  and  we  from  hence 
Will  quite  o'erlook  your  negligence. 
But,  fans  offence,  may  I  enquire. 
In  what  the  prefent  hours  expire  ? 
What  pleafure  or  what  ftudy  beft: 
Your  temper  fuits,  may  I  requeft  ? 
I  hear  in  law  you're  a  proficient ; 
And  other  learning  have  fufficient; 
Can  folve  a  problem  mathematic ; 
And  read  with  cafe  a  Greek  dramatic ; 
You're  fkill'd  in  hiftory  enough; 
Of  algebra  have  quantum  fuff\ 

G  2  And 
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And  are,  by  learned  men's  tuition. 

The  quintefTence  of  erudition  ; 

So  vers'd  in  all  that  can  be  nam'd, 

Ifis  and  Cam  are  quite  afiiam'd, 

And  all  their  fcholars  are  downright  fick» 

To  fee  themfelvcs  outdone  at  Leipfick. 

Tho'  I  have  long  with  ftudy  mental 

Labour'd  at  language  Oriental, 

Yet  on  my  foul  the  Hebrew  root 

Has  fcarcely  made  one  fmgle  {hoot. 

I've  ROW  broke  up,  but  have  a  tafk  tho' 
Harder  than  yours  vi'ith  Mr.  MafcoWi 
For  mine's  as  Icnotty  as  the  devil. 
Your  law  and  mailer  both  are  civil ; 
With  milder  means  to  learning  lead. 
By  difF'rent  roads,  with  diiPrent  fpeed. 
Douglas  and  you  keep  gently  jogging, 
But  I  muft  run  the  race  with  flogging. 


ASHTED      COT*. 

TI  R'D  with  the  noife  and  fmoke  of  town. 
Its  crowded  Greets  and  fumptuous  fare. 
To  AsHTED  Cot  we  oft  fteal  down  : 
Who  wifh  iov  peace  may  find  her  there. 

#  A  villa  belonging  to  T—  T— ,  Efqj     Afhtcd  Is  a  imall  vIHage 
between  Fpfom  and  Leatherhead,  in  Surry, 

There 
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There  flretch  the  ample  profpefls  wide. 

Fields,  woods,  down,  hills  and  fplres  appear  ; 

The  tempting  walk,  the  grateful  ride. 
Invite  thro'  all  the  varied  year. 

Or  there,  or  no  where  can  be  found. 

Healthy  ever  rofy,  ever  o-ay. 
Ccnteni  there  tills  his  narrow  ground. 
And  fings  the  toils  of  life  av/ay. 

No  foreign  dainties  glitter  there; 

Yet  rural  plenty  there  is  known ; 
The  home  rear'd  poultry's  oft  your  fare, 

And  mutton  fed  on  Banfted  Down. 

The  garden,  hemm'd  in  little  fpace. 

Is  glad  its  herbs  and  fruits  to  fend  : 
Ne'er  is  forgot  the  thankful  grace. 

Nor  wine  to  toail:  the  abfent  friend. 

Nor  Party's  voice,  nor  Fa^ion's  roar, 
Their  baleful  influence  there  have  fhed  ; 

Ill-nature  never  op'd  the  door. 

Nor  Spleen  once  dar'd  to  (hew  her  head. 

Yet  books  their  moral  ftore  difplay. 

And  focial  wit  and  chat  go  round. 
The  Mufe  there  tunes  her  ruftic  lay. 

And  Leifure  loves  th'enchanted  grou,nd. 

G  3  Th^i' 
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Tho'  Pride  an  humble  fcenes  looks  down. 
And  longs  rn  pomp  to  pafs  the  hours. 

There  are,  who  gladly  quit  the  town. 
For  tranquil  joys  in  AsHTED  bow'rs. 


THE  DYING  RAKE'S  SOLILOQUY. 

BY     DR.      BARTHOLOMEW, 

IN  the  fever  of  youth  ev'ry  pulfe  in  a  flame, 
Regardlefs  of  fortune,  of  health,  and  of  fame,  ' 
Gay  pleafuremy  aim,  and  profufion  my  pride. 
No  vice  v/as  untafted,  no  v/ifh  was  deny'd. 
Grown  headftrong  and  haughty,  capricious  and  vain. 
Not  decency  aw'd  mc,  nor  laws  could  reftrain^ 
The  vigils  of  Comus  and  Venus  I  kept, 
Tho'  tir'd,  not  fated,  in  fun-fhine  1  flept : 
All  my  appetites  pall'd,  I  no  pleafure  enjoy'd, 
Excefs  made 'em  taftelefs,  their  frequency  cloy'd. 
When  my  health  and  my  fortune  to  riot  gave  way, 
And  my  parts  and  my  vigour  felt  total  decay. 
The  do6iors  were  fent  for,  v;ho,  greedy  of  i'^^s^ 
Enp-ag'd  that  their  fkiJl  (houlJ  remove  thedifeafe  : 
With  looks  mod  important  each  fymptom  was  weigh'd. 
And  the  farce  of  prefcription  full  gravely  was  play'd. 

Reduc'd  by  their  arts,  and  quite  worn  to  a  lath. 
My  carcafcwas  fent  to  the  vultures  of  Bath. 

When 
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When  drench'd  and  well  drained  bythe  faculty  there. 
All  the  hope  that  remain'd  was  to  try  native  air. 
Scarce  a  doit  in  my  purfe,  or  a  drop  in  my  veins. 
To  my  old  mortgag'd  houfe  they  convey 'd  my  remains ; 
No  friend  to  afTifb,  no  relation  to  grieve, 
And  fcarcely  a  bed  my  poor  bones  to  receive  ; 
With  folitude  cu'rs'd,  and  tormented  with  pain, 
Diftemper'd  my  body,  diftracled  my  brain. 

Thus  from  folly  to  vice,  and  from  vice  to  the  grave, 
I  fink  of  my  paiTions  the  vi6lim  and  flave. 
No  longer  debauch,  or  companions  deceive,' 
But,  alarm'd  at  the  vengeance  I'd  fain  diibelieve. 
With  horrors  foreboding  defponding  I  lie, 
Tho'  tir'd  of  living,  yet  dreading  to  die. 


WRITTEN  AT  TUNBRIDGE  WELLS,  ON 
MISS  TEMPLE, 

AFTERWARDS   LADY    OF    THE  LATE  SIR  THOMAS 
LYTTELTON. 

BYMR.     CONGREVE. 

NOT    IN    THE    WORKS    OF    THAT    POET. 

LEAVE,  leave  "the  drawing-room. 
Where  flow'rs  of  beauty  us'd  to  bloom ; 
The  nymph  that's  fated  to  o'ercome, 
Now  triumphs  at  the  Wells. 

G  4  Her 
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Her  fiiape,  and  air,  and  eyes  ; 
Her  face,  the  gay,  the  grave,  the  wife. 
The  beau,  in  fpite  of  box  and  dice. 
Acknowledge,  all  excels, 

Ceafe,  ceafe,  to  a(k  her  name. 
The  crowned  mufe's  nobleft  theme, 
Whofe  glory  by  immortal  fame. 

Shall  only  founded  be. 
But  if  you  long  to  know, 
Tht;nlook  round  yonder  dazzling  rowj 
Who  moft  does  like  an  angel  Ihow, 

You  may  be  fure  'tis  fhe. 

See  near  thofe  facred  fprings. 
Which  cure  to  fell  difeafes  brings, 
(As  ancient  fame  of  Ida  fmgs) 

Three  goddeires  appear  ! 
Wealth,  Glory,  twopofleft; 
The  third  with  charming  beauty  bleU, 
So  fair,  that  heav'n  and  earth  confeft 

She  conquer'd  ev'rv  where. 

Like  her,  this  charmer  now 
Makes  ev'ry  love-fick  gazer  bow  ; 
Nay,  e'en  old  age  her  pow'r  allow. 

And  banifh'd  flames  recal. 
Wealth  can  no  trophy  rear, 
Nor  glory  now  the  garland  wear  ; 
To  beauty  ev'ry  Paris  her« 

Devotes  the  golden  ball. 


Th 
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The  follozulng  is  an  Allegory  on  the  Game  of  Quadrille. 
//  wai  luritten  by  Mr.  Congreve.  See  Swift '^  Let- 
ters,  VoL  IL  Page  198. 

SUBSTANCE  OF  AN  INFORMATION 

TAKEN  BEFORE  ONE  OF  HIS  MAJESTy's  JUSTICES 
OF  THE  PEACE. 

THAT  four  ladies  of  quality,  whom  the  depo- 
nent does  not  care  to  name^  repair  mightily  to 
a  certain  convenient  houfe,  to  meet  four  gallants,  of 
the  higheft  rank,  whom  the  deponent  would  not 
name,  but  fo  far  defcribed,  that  two  of  them  were  of 
a  fwarthy,  and  two  of  a  ruddy  complexion,  (but  he 
believes  they  were  moft  abominably  painted)  ;  the 
gallants  are  called,  by  thefe  ladies,  by  the  fond  name» 
of  Hercules,  Cupid,  Pitts,  and  the  Gardener. 

After  a  plentiful  fervice  of  the  moft  coftly  fifh, 
they  begin  to  play  their  tricks  like  the  tumblers  in 
Bartholomew  Fair,  upon  a  carpet ;  ftrip  is  the  word, 
and  it  has  been  known,  that  they  have  lately  {Irip'd 
a  gentleman  who  lately  came  into  the  houfe. 

At  firft  they  begin  very  civilly,  as  Madam,  by 
your  leave,  or  fo,  which  the  lady  is  fo  good  as  fel- 
dom  to  refufe. 

By 
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By  a  certain  eflabliflied  rule  of  precedency,  every 
lady  has,  In  her  turn,  the  choice  of  her  gallant,  and 
fome  have  been  known  fo  unreafonable,  that  after 
they  have  had  three,  they  have  called  for  a  fourth. 

Afterwards  it  is  fhameful  to  relate  the  tricks  that 
are  played  by  the  lewd  pack,  fometimes  they  are 
thrown  on  their  backs,  fometimes  on  their  bellies, 
and  thus  they  make  beafts  of  one  another  ;  now 
hickledy  pickledy,  and  by  and  by  you  may  fee  them 
a-top  of  one  another. 

Their  difcourfe  is  of  a  piece  with  their  pra6lice— 
The  deponent  has  overheard  them  talk  of  their  A — , 
■with  as  much  eafe  as  they  do  of  their  hands. — I  have 
a  black  one,  fays  one,  and  names  the  thing  directly. 
- — ^IVline  is  better  than  yours,  fays  another,  and 
names  it. — Muft  I  be  laughed  at  only  becaufe  I  have 
a  red  one,  fays  the  third. 

It  is  a  conftant  rule,  that  if  a  lady  is  called  upon, 
ihe  muft  (lie wall. 

What  is  monflrous ;  it  has  been  known,  that  after 
a  lady  has  had  fix — fhe  has  afKed  a  gentleman   if  he 

cotild  no  more- and  it  has  been  known,  that  when 

the  ladies  have  been  tired  with  their  gallants,  they 
have  called  for  frefh  ones. — In  fhort,  thofe  ladies 
have  fpent  not  only  their  pin-money,  but  their  huf- 
hand's  eftates,  upon  Hercules,  Cupid,  Pitts,  and  the 
Gardener,  and  when  they  want  ready  money,  they 
coaimonly  pawn  their  mofl  valuable  jewsls. 

AN 
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AN  EPISTLE  TO  LORD  COBHAM, 

BY     MR.     P  O  P  E  -f. 


S 


Incereft  critic  of  my  profe  or  rhyme. 
Tell  how  thy  pleafing  Stowe  employs  thy  time  : 

Say,  Cobham,  what  amufes  thy  retreat  • 

Of  fchemes  of  war,  or  ftratagems  of  ftate  ; 

Doft  thou  recal  tom.nd,  with  joy  or  grief. 

Great  Marlbro's  aaions,  that  immortal  chief? 

Whofe  higheft  trophy  rais'd  in  each  campaign. 

More  than  fufnc'd  tofignalize  a  reign. 

Does  thy  remembrance,  rifmg  warm  thy  heart 

With  glory  paft,  where  thou  thyfelf  had'ft  part  ? 

Or  doft  thou  grieve,  indignant  now  to  fee 

The  fruitlefs  end  of  all  thy  viftory  ? 

To  fee  th'audacious  foe  fo  late  fubduM, 

Difpute  thofe  terms  for  which  fo  long  they Ve  fu'd  ; 

As  if  Britannia  now  were  funk  fo  low. 

To  beg  that  peace  fhe  wonted  to  beftow  ? 

Be  far  that  guilt,  be  never  known  that  (hame. 

That  England  iliould  retrad  her  rightful  claim  j 

f  This  epiftle,  fald  to  be  written  by  Mr.  Pope,  was  publlfted  In 
one  of  ihe  daily  papers  in  Auguft  I7^^9»  "^^^  t^"«  ^^''^  "^^^"^  ^°  ^^"^ 
been  publifhed  before.    As  u  is  not  in  his  works,  we  have  given  it  a 

place  here. 

Or 
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Or  ceafing  to  be  dreaded  and  ador'd. 

Stain  with  her  pen  the  iuftre  of  her  fword. 

Or  doft  thou  give  the  winds  afar  to  blow 

E^h  vexing  thought,  and  heart-devouring  woe. 

And  fix  thy  mind  alone,  on  rural  fcenes. 

To  turn  the  level'd  lawns  to  liquid  plains; 

To  raife  the  creeping  rills  from  humble  beds. 

And  force  the  latent  fprings  to  lift  their  heads  ; 

On  wat'ry  columnSj  capitals  to  rear. 

That  mix  their  flowing  curls  with  upper  air  ? 

Or  dofl  thou,  weary  growHj  thefe  works  neq;le£t. 

No  temples^  ftatues,  obelifks,  ereci. 

But  with  the  morning  breeze  from  fragrant  meads,. 

Or  fhun  the  noon- tide  ray  in  wholfome  ihades, 

Orllawly  walic  along  the  mazy  wood, 

To<  meditate  on  all  that's  wife  and  good  ; 

For  nature  bountiful  in  thee  has  join'd, 

A  perfon  pleafmg,  with  a  worthy  mind ; 

Not  given  thee  form  alone,  but  means  and  art. 

To  draw  the  eye,  or  to  allure  the  heart. 

Poor  were  the  praife  in  fortune  to  excel, 

"Yet  want  of  means  to  ufe  that  fortune  well ; 

While  thus  adorn'd,  while  thus  with  virtue  crownM, 

At  home  in  peace,  abroad  in  arms  renown'd  ; 

Graceful  in  form,  and  winning  in  addrefs. 

While  well  you  think  what  aptly  you  exprefs ; 

With  health,  with  honour,  with  a  fair  efiate, 

A  table  free,  and  elegantly  neat ; 

What 
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What  can  be  added  more  to  mortal  bllfs  ? 
What  can  he  want  who  ftands  pofleft  of  this  ? 
What  can  the  fondeft  wifhing  mother  more. 
Of  heavejl  attentive,  for  her  fon  implore  ? 
And  yet  a  happinefs  remains  unknown. 
Or  to  philofophy  reveai'd  alone, 
A  precept  which,  unpradiis'd,  renders  vain 
Thy  flowing  hopes,  and  pleafure  turns  to  pain. 
Should  hope,  or  fear,  thy  heart  alternate  tear. 
Or  love,  or  hate,  or  rage,  or  anxious  care. 
Whatever  paffions  m.ay  thy  mind  infefl:, 
(Where  is  that  mind  that  paffions  ne'er  moleft?) 
Amidft  the  pangs  of  fuch  inteftine  ftrife. 
Still  think  the  prefent  day  the  laft  of  life. 
Defer  not  till  to-morrow  to  be  wife, 
To-morrow's  fun  to  thee  may  never  rife; 
Or  fhould  to-morrow  chance  to  chear  the  fip-ht- 
With  her  enliv'ning  and  unlook'd-for  light. 
How  grateful  will  appear  her  dawning  rays  ! 
As  favours  unexpected  doubly  pleafe. 
Who  thus  can  think,  and  v/ho  fuch  thoughts  purfues. 
Content  may  keep  his  life,  or  calmly  lofe : 
All  proof  of  this  thou  may'ft  thyfelf  receive. 
When  leifure  from  affairs  will  give  thee  leave. 
Come,  fee  thy  friend  retir'd  without  regret. 
Forgetting  care,  or  trying  to  forget ; 
In  eafy  contemplation  foothingtime 
V/ith  morals  much,  and  now  and  then  with  r])yme; 

Not 
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Not  fo  robufl  in  body  as  in  mind. 

And  always  undeje<Sted,  tho'  declin'd  ; 

Not  wond'ring  at  the  vvorld*s  new  wicked  ways, 

Compar'd  with  thofe  of  our  forefathers  days  i 

For  virtue  now  is  neither  more  or  lefs. 

And  vice  is  only  varied- in  the  drefs. 

Believe  it,  men  have  ever  been  the  famCj 

And  all  the  golden  age  is  but  a  dream. 


O  N  G. 


BY     THE     SAME* 


'AYS  Phcxbe,  why  is  gentle  love, 
A  flranger  to  that  mind. 
Which  pity  and  efteem  can  move, 
"Which  can  bejuft  and  kind? 
Is  it  becaufe  you  fear  to  prove 
The  ills  that  love  moleft ; 
The  jealous  cares,  the  fighs  that  move 
The  Captivated  breaft  ? 
Alas  !  by  fome  degree  of  woe. 
We  ev'ry  blifs  muft  gain  ; 
That  heart  can  ne'er  a  tranfport  know. 
That  never  felt  a  pain. 

*  Firft  publiihed  in  one  of  the  daily  papers  in  Auguft  1765, 

'  •       EPILOGUE, 
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EPILOGUE*, 

SPOKEN  BY  MRS.  WOFFINGTON,    AT    THE   OPEN- 
ING OF  THE  THEATRE    IN  DRURY-LANE, 

1747- 

BY     DR.     SAMUEL     JOHNSON, 

SWEET  doings  truly  1  we  are  finely  fobb'd  ! 
And  at  one  ftroke  of  all  our  pleafures  robb'd  I 
No  beaux  behind  the  fcenes  ! — 'tis  innovation  ! 
Under  the  fpecious  name  of  reformation  ! 
Public  Co?nplaint,  forfooth,  is  made  a  puiF, 
Senfe,  order,  decency,  and  fuch  like  fcuff. 
But  arguments  like  thefe  are  mere  pretence,  ^ 

The  Beaux,  'tis  known,  ne'er  give  the  leafl:  offence,  >, 
Are  men  of  chafteft  conduit,  and  amazing  fenfe  !   | 
Each  adlrefs  now  a  lock'd  up  nun  muft  be. 
And  prieftly  managers  muft  keep  the  key. 
I  know  their  felfifli  reafons  ;  tho'  they  tell  us. 
While  fmarts,  and  wits,  and  other  pretty  fellows. 
Murmur  their  pallions  to  our  flutt'ring  hearts. 
The  ftage  (lands  ftill,  and  we  neglc6l  our  parts. 
But  how  miflaken  in  this  filly  notion  ! 
We  hear  'em  talk  without  the  Jeaft  emotion, 
Juft,  as  our  tea,  we  fip  each  tender  firain. 
Too  weak  to  warm  the  heart,  or  reach  the  bralTi, 

*  See  the  prologue  in  Dodfle^'s  colledioHj  Vol,  X, 

US 
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If  harmlefs,  why  are  we  debarr'd  our  rights  ? 
Damfels  diftrefs'd  have  ever  found  their  knights. 
Shall  we,  the  Dukineas  of  the  ftage, 
In  vain  afk  fuccour  in  this  fighting  age  ? 
Will  you  choice  fpirits,  v/ho  dire6t  the  town, 
SufFer  fuch  impofitions  to  go  down  ? 
Can  it  be  thought  this  law  will  ever  oafs, 
While  doors  are  only  v/ood,  and  v/indov/s  glafs  ? 
Befides,  our  play-houfe  guards  are  palTive  men  : 
Strike  without  fear;  they  muft  not  Ifrike  again. 
Ev'n  Fribble  here,  to  drav/  his  fword  may  venture. 
May  cwfe  the  Creters^  beat  his  man,  and  enter — 
The  jealous  Moor  not  roars  in\louder  ftrains, 
Than  all  our  nymphs  for  lofs  of  abfent  fwains— 
'  We  had  been  happy,  tho*  the  houfe  had  fail'd, 
'  Mailers  and  all,  ha^  not  this  fcheme  prevail'd. 
'  For  ever  now  farewell  the  plumed  beaux, 
'  Who  make  ambition — to  confifl:  in  cloaths. 
'  Farewel  coquettry,  and  all  green-room  joys, 
'  Ear-thrilling  whifpers,  Heard's  deluding  toys, 
'  Soul-melting   Flatt'ry,    which    ev'n   prudes    can 

move, 
'  Siffhs — tears — and  all  the  circumftanee  o-f  love, 

'  Farewell  1 

'  But  oh  !   ye  dreadful  criticks,  whofe  rude  throats 
'  Can  make  both  play'rs   and  maflers  change  their 

notes, 
•  'Tis  in  your  pow'r— you  any.lengths  will  run,. 
'  Help  us  ^  or  elfc — our  Occupation''^  gone. 

UPON 
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UPON  MR.   MASON'S   TAKING 
ORDERS. 

BY     MR.     G  A  R  R  I  C  K. 

TO  HoldernefTe,  the  mufes  three. 
Of  Painting,  Mufic,  Poetry, 
To  him,  their  long4ov*d  patron,  friend. 
In  grievous  pet  this  letter  fend 

Give  ear,  my  lord,  while  we  complain, 

Our  fex  to  you  ne'er  figh'd  in  vain. 

'Tis  faid — A  youth  by  you  befriended. 

Whom  to  your  fmiles  we  recommended ; 

Seduc'd  by  you,  abjures  our  charms. 

And  flies  for  ever  from  our  ai'ms  ! 

Could  D'Arcy,  whom  we  lov'd,  caj:efs'd, 

In  whofe  prote61ion  we  were  blefs'd. 

Could  he,  to  whom  our  Sire  imparts 

That  fecret  rare  to  tafte  our  arts. 

Could  hey  ungrateful,  and  unkind  ! 

From  us  eflrange  our  Mafon's  mind  ? 

Could  he,  who  fervcs  and  loves  the  nation. 

So  little  weigh  its  reputation. 

As  in  this  fcarcity  of  merit, 

To  damp  with  grace  poetic  fpirit  ? 

But  be  alTur'd  your  fcheme  is  vain- 
He  muft,  he  fnall  be  ours  again  ; 

H  Nor 
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iSTor  crape  nor  lawn  fliall  quench  his  fires. 
We'll  fill  his  bread  with  new  defires. 
In  vain  you  plead  his  ordination. 
His  caflxDck,  gown,  and  grave  vocation, 
Whate'er  he  now  has  fworn,  he  fwore. 
With  ftronger  zeal  to  us  before  : 
He  pafs'd  our  forms  of  confecration. 
His  lips  receiv'd  our  infpiration  ; 
To  him  were  all  our  rites  reveal'd, 

From  him  no  myft'ry  was  conceal'd ^ 

Each  kindred  pow'r  obeyed  our  call, 
And  o-rac'd  the  folemn  feftival  ! 

o 

The  Loves  forfook  their  Cyprianhov/^rs, 

And  round  his  temples  wreath'd  their  flowers  5 

The  Graces  danc'd  their  myftic  maze. 

Our  Father  firuck  him  with  his  rays  j 

And  all  our  Sijiers  one  by  one. 

Gave  him  full  draughts  of  Helicon  ! 

Thus  bound  our  fervant  at  the  fhrine, 

'Ordain  dht  was,  and  made  divine* 


ON 
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ON    THE    ACADEMY 

FOR  TEACHING  GROWN  PEOPLE  TO  DANCEi 
BY     T  HE     SAME. 

"Arfeilles  no  more  fliall  boaft  his  art. 
Which  form'd  the  youth  of  France  5 
For  you  inftru(Sl,  great  Duke  and  Harty 
Grown  Gentlemen,  to  dance. 

Ht  only  bends  the  pliant  twig ; 

You  ftrike  a  bolder  ftroke ; 
You  foften  rocks,  make  mountains  jig^ 

And  bend  the  knotted  oak. 


ON    JOHNSON'S    DICTIONARY. 

BY     THE     SAME. 

TALK  of  war  with  a  Briton,  he'll  boldly  ad- 
vance. 
That  one  Englifti  foldier  will  beat  ten  of  France  ; 
Would  we  alter  the  boaft  from  the  fword  to  the  pen. 
Our  odds  are  ftill  greater,  ftiil  greater  our  men  ; 

Hz  In 
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In  the  deep  mines  of  fclence  tho'  Frenchmen  may  tori. 
Can  their  ilrength  be  compar'd  to  Locke,  Newton,* 

and  Boyle  ? 
Let   them  rally   their   heroes,    fend  forth  all    their 

pow'rs, 
Their  verfe-men,  and  profe-men  j  then  match  them 

with  ours  .* 
Firft  Shakefpeare  and  Milton,  like  gods  in  the  fight. 
Have  put  their  whole  drama  and  epic  to  flight; 
In  fatires,  epiftles,   and  cdes  would  they  cope. 
Their  numbers  retreat  before  Dryden  and  Pope  -, 
And  Johnfon  well  arm'^d,  like  a  hero  of  yore^ 
Has  best  forty  f  French,  and  will  beat  forty  more» 

■f  The  number  of  the  French  academy  employed  in  fettling  their 
language.  i .. 


A      RIDDLE. 

BY    THE     SAME. 

KITTY,  a  fair,  but  frozen  maid, 
Kindled  a  flame  I  flill  deplore; 
The  hood-wink!d  boy  I  cail'd  in  aid, 
Much  of  his  near  approach  afraid. 
So  fatal  to  m.y  fuit  before. 


At 
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At  length,  propitious  to  my  pray'r. 

The  little  urchin  came  ; 
At  once  he  fought  the  midway  air. 
And  foion  he  clear'd,  with  dextrous  care. 

The  bitter  relicks  of  my  flame. 

To  Kitty,  Fanny  now  fucceeds. 

She  kindles  flov/,  but  laiting  fires  ; 

With  care  my  appetite  fhe  feeds ; 

Each  day  fonie  willing  vidim  bleeds. 
To  fatisfy  my  ftrange  defires. 

Say,  by  v/hat  title  J,  or  what  name, 

Mufl:  I  this  youth  addrefs  ? 
Cupid  and  he  are  not  the  fame, 
Tho'  both  can  raife,  or  quench  a  flame — 
I'll  kifs  you,  'if  you  guefs. 

J  The  chimney-fweeper. 


SIR  WILLIAM  YOUNG  TO  HIS  LADY,  . 

ON    HAVING    AN    EYE    BEAT    OUT. 

HOW  vain  are  all  the  joys  of  man. 
By  nature  born  to  certain  forrow. 
Since  none,  not  e'en  the  wifcft,  can 
Infure  the  pleafures  of  to-morrow  ! 

H3  Thefe 
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Thefe  eyes,  fo  late  my  envyM  boaft. 
By  Celia  priz'd  above  all  other. 

See  one,  alas  !  for  ever  loft. 

Its  fellow  weeping  for  its  brother. 

Yet  ftill  Vm  bleft  while  one  remains. 
For  viewing  lovely  Celia*s  beauty. 

Her  looks  ftill  eafe  acuteft  pains, 

With  tendereft  love  and  cheerful  duty. 

Had  I  for  her  in  battle  ftrove. 

The  fatal  blow  I'd  borne  with  pleafure. 
And  ftill,  to  prove  my  conftant  love. 

With  joy  I'd  lofe  my  ftngle  treafure. 

E'en  then  the  beauties  of  her  mind 
Would  amply  blefs  her  faithful  lover. 

He  muft  be  deaf  as  well  as  blind, 

Who  can't  my  Celia's  charms  difcover. 

E'en  then  I'd  find  one  folid  blifs, 

Which  heav'n  alone  to  me  difpenfes  5 

Tho'  deaf  and  blind,  her  balmy  kifs 
Would  ravifli  the  remaining  fenfes. 


.  \ 


A  BALLAD. 
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A       BALLAD. 

OCCASIONED  BY  THE  ENLARGING  OF  THE  HOUSE 

OF   OFFICE  AT   THE  D OF  D SEAT 

IN    SUSSEX,    FOR    THE  ACCOMMODATION 
.  OF  THREE  LADIES  AT  ONCE,    VIZ. 

THE   D SS   OF   R D,     L Y  A LE,     AND 

MISS    P ST. 

BY     THE     SAME. 

I. 

THE  Graces  were  play- fellows  never  afunder. 
As  Horace  and  all  the  old  poets  agree  ; 
This  being  once  granted,  why  then  'tis  no  wonder. 
That,  whene'er  you  fee  one,  you  always  fee  three. 
In  bed,  and  at  table, 
Still  infeparable. 
No  mortal,  or  god,  e'er  to  part  them  was  able  ; 
Nay,  e'en  to  do  that  which  goddeiles  do. 
If  one  had  occafion,  ftill  went  t'other  two, 

n. 

So,  in  SufTex,  three  nymphs,  or  three  graces,  choofe 
either, 

O  were  I  but  Horace  their  praifes  to  tell  ! 

H  4  From 
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From  morning  to  evening  were  alw  ays  together. 
And  did,  as  they  fay,  that  fame  thing  in  a  quill : 

In  the  park,  or  the  grove. 

Below,  or  above, 
Not  an  inch  e'er  a  one  from  the  other  would  move,    ^ 
One  only  thing  grieved  and  vexed  their  fouls. 
Where  there  fhould  have  been  three,  there  was  but 

two  holes. 

III. 

With  curtTy  full  low  to  the  prince  of  the  place. 

In  terms  the  moffc  moving  they  jointly  petition. 
By  all  that  is  facred  befeeching  his  grace. 

To  have  fome  regard  on  their  helplefs  condition. 

The  paper  he  read. 

And  nodding  his  head, 
Send  for  Smart  to  come  over  this  moment,  he  faid, 
For  fure,  in  the  world  there  is  no  reafon  why, 
When  two  friends  are  fitting,   the  third  fhould  Hand 

by. 

IV. 

The  chalk-pit  was  dug,  and  mortar  was  made, 
And  bricks  without  number  from  Hampnefs  there 
came. 
When  our  architedl  too,  who  well  knew  his  trade. 
Made  by  one  fmgle  fabric  immortal  his  name  : 
Then  prithee  give  o'er. 
Think  of  builders  no  more. 

Throw 
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Throw  thy  plummet,   and  trowel,  and  hod  out  of 

door  ; 
So  had  done,  without  queftion,  both  Archer  and  Van, 
Had  they  had  the  honour  to  furnifh  the  plan. 

V.        ' 

Now,  all  you  who  thefe  three  of  your  zeal  would 
convince. 
And  defire  that  in  pain  they  may  never  be  long. 
Congratulate  them,  and  give  thanks  to  the  prince. 
By  clearing  your  voices,  and  aiding  my  fong : 
For  now  when  they're  fat, 
They  may  fmg,  laugh,  and  chat. 
Yet  all  under  one,  without  hindrance,  do  that 5 
And  at  the  fame  time  their  friendfliip-improve 
By  what  we  all  count  the  beginning  of  love. 


TO       SAPPHO, 

A  YOUNG  LADY  OF    THIRTEEN    YEARS    OF    AGE, 

1762. 

BY     W  M.     M  E  L  M  O  T  H,     ESQ^ 

WHILE  yet  no  am'rous  youths  around  thcc  bow. 
Nor  flatt'ring  verfe  conveys  the  faithlcfs  vow  ; 
To  graver  notes  will  Sappho's  foul  attcn'J, 
And  ere  fhe  hears  the  lover  hears  the  friend. 

Let 
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Let  maids,  lefs  blefs'd,  employ  their  meaner  arts 
To  reign  proud  tyrants  o'er  unnumber'd  hearts  ; 
May  Sappho  learn  (for  nobler  triumphs  born) 
Thefe  little  conquefts  of  her  fex  to  fcorn. 
To  form  thy  bofom  to  each  gen'rous  deed  ; 
To  plant  thy  mind  with  evVy  ufeful  feed ; 
Be  thefe  thy  arts  :  nor  fpare  the  grateful  toil, 
Where  nature's  hand  had  blefs'd  the  happy  foil. 
So  fhall  thou  know,  with  pleafmg  fkill,  to  blend 
The  lovely  miftrefs,  and  inflru£tive  friend  : 
So  fhali  thou  know,  when  unrelenting  time 
Shall  fpoil  thefe  charms,  yet  op'ning  to  their  prime. 
To  eafe  the  lofs  of  beauty's  tranfient  flow'r, 
Whilie  reafon  keeps  what  rapture  gave  before. 
And  oh  !  while '\vit,  fair  dawning,  fpreads  her  ray, 
Serenely  rifing  to  a  glorious  day, 
To  hail  the  growing  luftre,  oft  be  mine, 
Thou  earlv  fav'rite  of  the  facred  Nine  ! 

And  (hall  the  mufc,  with  blamelefs  boaft  pretend. 
In  early  bloom,  that  Sappho  call'd  me  friend  : 
That  urg'd  by  me,  {he  fbun'd  the  dang'rous  way. 
Where  heedlefs  maids,  in  endlefs  error  ftray  ; 
That  fcorning  foon  her  fex's  idler  art, 
Fair  praife  infpir'd,  and  virtue  v/arm'd  her  heart; 
That,  fond  to  reach  the  diftant  paths  of  fame, 
I  taught  her  infant  genius  where  to  aim? 
Thus,  when  the  feathefd  choir  firft  tempt  the  fky, 
Ai\6y  all  unfklU'd,  their  feeble  pinions  try, 
The'xperienc'd  fire  prefcribes  th'advent'rous  height, 
Gtii^es  the  young  wing,  andpleas'd,  attends  the  flight. 

EPISTLE 
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EPISTLE  TO   LORD   MELCOMBE. 

BY    RICHARD    BENTLEY,    ESQ^ 

I'VE  often  thought,  my  lord,  the  thing  now  true. 
Said  by  lord  Bute,  but  what  I've  learn'd  from  you  ; 
*'  We  fhall  lofe  poetry  ; "  in  this  alone 
Too  (liort, — he  might  have  added,  ''  Wit  is  gone." 

How  came  this  prime  delight  of  man  thus  lefTen'd 
From  its  full  orb  down  to  a  thumb-nail  crefcent  ? 
With  me  the  cafe  admits  not  of  a  doubt ! 
The  fa6t  is,  poefy  itfelf's  worn  out. 
To  you,  my  lord,  this  notion  I  fubmit. 
Who  knew  and  help'd  to  make  this  age  of  wit, 
Mix'd  with  thofe  demi-gods  in  verfe  and  profe, 
Congreves,  and  Addifons,  and  Garths,  and  Rowes, 
Heroes  of  giant-limb,  and  high  renown, 
Whofe  deeds  we  wonder  at,  and  hide  our  own  ; 
Whom  but  to  copy  in  their  idle  fits. 
Would  break  the  backs  of  puny  modern  wits. 

To  fet  this  matter  in  the  cleareft  light. 
And  be  thyfelf  th' example  while  I  write, 
Let  us,  my  lord,  if  fo  it  may  avail. 
And  you  have  patience  for  a  long  detail, 
(Jive  the  Earl's  fentence  a  poetic  turn  ; 
Let  it  run  thus ;  "  See  all  Parnafius  mourn, 
**  Muteev'ry  mufe,  fee  George's  praife  unfung, 
**  Their  lawrels  fcatter'd,  and  their  lyres  unftrung, 

*'  Apolio 
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*'  Apollo  veils  with  mifts  his  beamy  head, 

*'  Nay,  Aganippe  murmurs  fomething  fad." 

Say,  will  this  ftile,  my  lord,  go  down  or  no^ 

Glib  as  it  did  two  thoufand  years  ago  ? 

I  fancy  fcarce,  and  favour'd,  if  it  pafs 

From  a  raw  fchool-boy  in  the  fecond  clafs  ; 

The  reafon  then  why  no  difguft  it  drew, 

Was,  that  it  might  be  truth,  for  aught  they  knew. 

Thofe  early  ages  no  miftrufl  had  fhewn. 

Ready  their  faith,  their  manners  roughly  hewn. 

And,  while  both  reafon  and  fufpicion  doz'd, 

Prieft,  poet,  prophet,  patriot,  impos'd. 

With  all  that  either  broach'd,  the  world  content, 
Believ'd  ftill  farther  than  they  could  invent. 
All  irrealities  came  forth  reveal'd 
Ey  pow'rful  fancy  into  fact  congeal'd. 
Then  poetry  had  elbow-room  enough. 
And  not  refcrain'd,  as  now,  for  want  of  ftufF; 
The  great  abyfs  of  fable  open  flood. 
And  nothing  folid  rofe  above  the  flood. 

A  new  religion  fpreading  ev'ry  where. 
The  flock  of  poetry  fell  under  par ; 
For  oracles  grew  dumb,  as  men  grew  wife, 
Kone  faw  for  thofe,  who  faw  with  their  own  eyes. 
To  wafle  her  leaves  no  more  the  fybil  choofes, 
They  and  her  tripod  ferve  for  other  ufes. 
Ko.  more  the  Jefuit  prompts  her  what  to  tell ; 
"^01  to  fay  Middleton  and  Fontenelle. 

But 
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But  the  new  dod^rlne  being  found  too  pure^ 
Some  able  do£lors  undertook  its  cure  ; 
It  ferv'd  ho  purpofes  but  faving  finners. 
They  added  that  by  which  themfelves  were  winners, 
Ghcfts,  devil,  witches,  conjurers,  in  flocks 
Came,  like  a  new  fubfcription,  to  the  flocks  ; 
And  poetry,  enlarged  with  a  new  range. 
Began  to  fhew  her  head  again  in  change. 

The  world  grown  old,  its  youthful  follies  pad:^ 
Reafon  affumes  her  reign,  tho*  late,  at  lad. 
By  flow  degrees,  and  labouring  up  the  hill, 
'Step  after  ftep,  yet  feeming  to  ftand  ftill. 
She  wins  her  way,  wherc-ever  fhe  advances ; 
Satyr  no  mere,  nor  Favv^n  nor  Dryad  dances. 
The  groves,  tho'  trembling  to  a  natural  breeze, 
Difmifs  their  horrors,  and  ihew  nought  but  trees. 
Before  her,  Nonfenfe,  Superftition  fly  ; 
We  burn  no  witch,  let  her  be  e'er  fo  dry  ; 
A  woman  now  may  live,  tho*  pafl:  her  primes 
So  hallow'd  and  fo  gracious  is  the  tini^. 

Bankrupt  of  deities,  with  all  their  train. 
And  fet^to  work  without  his  tools  in  vain. 
Not  genius-crampt  (but  what  can  genius  do 
When  it's  tied  down  to  one  and  one  make  two  ?) 
How  can  pooj  poet  flir  ?   in  fuch  a  cafe 
We  mufl:  do  fomething  to  fupply  their  place. 

See,  at  his  beck,  all  Nouns  renouncing  fenfe, 
Start  into  perfons  of  fonie  confequence. 

Proui 
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Proud  of  new  being,  tread  poetic  ground 
And  aggregate  their  attributes  around ; 
Thefe  he  may  ufe  of  right,  as  his  own  growth. 
In  all  the  reftconfin'd  to  fober  truth. 

To  blefs  a  nation,  fee  Charlotta  come, 
'Twas  Anfon,  and  not  Neptune,  brought  her  home, 
A  fmgle  Nereid  ftir'd  not  from  below. 
The  duce  a  conch  did  e'er  one  Triton  blow  ; 
But,  in  revenge  fhe  plough'd  her  fubjed  main. 
With  every  virtue  'tending  in  her  train. 
Hark,  'tis  a  people's  univerfal  voice. 
That  blefs,  while  they  approve  their  Sovereign's  choice. 

On  fucli  a  theme,  my  lord,,  one  might  extend 
Far  as  one  would,  nor  ftri£):eft  truth  offend, 
'Twere  only  proper  epithets  to  find, 
'1  o  every  grace  of  perfon  and  of  mind  ; 
With  decent  drefs,  and  emblem  to  improve 
All  that  can  merit  our  efteem  and  love. 
But  then  to  poetry  where's  the  pretence, 
Locke  and  Sir  Ifaac  v/rite  not  plainer  fenfe. 
From  the  firfl  ages  down  to  modern  time, 
Derive  the  plcafmg  ftream  of  verfe  andrhimc, 
Hcv/ever  vail  from  its  firii  fource  it  rofe, 
Th'  inverted  river  dwindles  as  it  fiows. 

Thus  from  the  lunar  hills  fonie  other  Nile, 
Sv.'oln  with  new  (lores  from  fnows  that  melt  the  while. 
Stretches  his  current  on  to  fiercer  funs, 
And  glads  a  thoufand  nations  as  he  runs, 

Till 
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Till  having  reach'd,  proud  of  his  long  career, ' 
Thofe  fands  which  belt  the  middle  of  our  fphere, 
ExhalM,  abforb'd,  diverted,  dry  foot  crofs'd. 
And  finger'd  into  rivulets,  is  loft. 

Fall'n  cherub  Simile,  who  erft  divine, 
Cloath'd  with  tranfcendant  brightnefs  didft  outfhine; 
P^laln  angel  poefy,  how  art  thou  loft  ! 
Sunk  in  oblivion's  pit !   from  v/hat  height  tofs'd  ! 

Thus  to  plain  narrative  confin'd  alone, 
Figure,  Defcription,  Simile  quite  gone  ; 
The  whofe  aiFair  evinc*d  which  we  contend, 
The  thing  has  had  its  day,  and  there's  an  end. 
With  Milton,  Epic  drew  its  lateft  breath. 
Since  Shakefpeare,  tragedy  puts  us  to  death, 
The  aflaflin  Satire  Iheaths  the  keen  ftiletto. 
And  languifhes  cepriv'd  of  the  Concetto, 
The  age  with  pious  eye  no  longer  views 
The  great  mortality  of  grofs  abufe. 

Soft  Elegy  has  dried  up  all  her  tears, 
And  Gray  conapofes  once  in  feven  years ; 
Celia's  and  Delia's  flilne  no  more  in  fong. 
Nor  ballad  hauls  the  deafen'd  ftreets  along. 

My  lord,  a  little  patience  further  ftill. 
To  "  Wit  is  gone,"  by  way  of  codicil ; 
Who  but  will  fay  the  thing  that  hears  me  tell —  ? 
The  man  miftakes — lord  Melconibe's  very  well. 
Suppofe  I  faid — O  could  I  I  v/ar  is  done, 
JVleans  it  there's  no  fuch  thing,  as  fword,  or  gun  ? 

Party 
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Party  and  fa6lion  dead,  whoever  grants. 
Means  he  that  every  man  has  what  he  wants  F 
In  all  thefe  cafes  is  implied  alone. 
That  there's  no  object  to  employ  them  on. 

A  court,  my  lord,  and  minifter  to  hit. 
And  cry  corruption,  make  all  public  wit ; 
'Tis  on  this  (enk  my  reafon  chiefly  ftands. 
There  may  be  calh  enough  in  private  hands. 
Now  where  could  malice  bite,  or  envy  fling. 
The  polifh'd  model  of  a  perfe6l  king  ; 
Of  miniflers  what  mighty  matters  tell  ? 
They  give,  we" know,  but  neither  buy  nor  fell. 

Add  we  to  what  we've  faid  this  little  more, 
That  all  that  can  be  wrote,  is  wrote  before  ; 
That  pool  of  knov/ledge  fifh'd,  poach'd,  dragg'd,  and 

dr.ain'd. 
Till  nothing  bigger  than  a  grig  remaln'd  j 
And  painful  writers  think  it  a  good  day, 
If  they  can  hook  a  news-paper  efTay, 
And  muft  remain  fo  till  blank  years  of  grace, 
Sufpending  future  writing,  (hall  take  place; 
Put  down  our  piddling,  bobbing,  and  allow 
The  fpawn  and  fry  of  fcience  time  to  grow. 

But  while  we're  on  this  fubje61:,  'tis  v/orth  thinking. 
How  little  fait  has  kept  this  world  from  ftinking  -, 
'I'is  the  fame  wit,  at  different  times  alive. 
Sunk  at  Whitehall,  to  rife  up  at  Qrieenhithe. 

Born  in  whatever  clime,  whatever  age, 
We  trace  it  firft  from  the  Athenian  ftage, 

Where 
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Where  liberty  a  little  licence  claim'd, 

There,  juft  as  fomewhere  elfe,  that  fhan'tbe  nam'd  ; 

Taught  all  her  fons  this  fav'rite  to  adore. 

Much  for  itfelf,  becaufe  abufive  more  ; 

For  every  comic  writer  braided  it, 

Two  threads  of  fcandal  to  one  thread  of  wit : 

O'er  all,  fee  Ariftophanes  prefide. 

And  fiafli  his  lightnings  round  on  ev'ry  fide. 

Struck  the  fham  patriot,  the  fwoln  poet  wafted, 

Alas !  e'en  Socrates  himfelf  he  blafted. 

What  was  the  burft  dire6lly  over  head. 
So  loud  its  echo,  now  its  fires  fo  red, 
Tho'  oft  thro'  time's  thick  cloud  the  trembling  gleam 
We  only  catch,  but  mifs  the  vivid  beam ; 
While  half-feen   thoughts,   like  meteors,    twinkle 

light, 
And  draw  their  lucid  trails  athwart  the  night. 

Hither,  to  their  fountain,  other  ftars 
Repairing,  fwell  their  own  peculiars, 
By  tin<5lure  or  refle6lion  ;  Lucian  hence. 
His  golden  urn  replenifli'd  j  and  long  fmce 
Rabelais  from  both  his  urinal  drev/  full. 
From  him,  and  them.  Swift  crowded  his  clofe-ftool. 
Howe'er  it  came,  with  the  flrange  palTion  ftung, 
To  raife  his  choiceft  fruit  on  rankell  dung, 
Fully  convinc'd  his  jefTamine  and  rofe 
Smelt  fweeteft,  planted  by  his  little  houfe; 
Yet  ftill  fome  cleaner  parts  diftinguifh'd  lay. 
Like  cherry-ilones  upon  a  child's  C— -  C— . 

I  The 
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The  iiafty  lines,  my  lord,  demand  excufe, 
Happ'ly  the  times  are  free  from  that  abufe  ; 
Our  decent  manners  all  obfcenefs  flout, 
And  wit  is  at  one  entrance  quite  (hut  out. 

From  hence,  my  lord,  wit  took  a  tour  about, 
Refiding  in  few  countries  on  his  rout, 
Appear'd  in  places,  but  ne'er  took  his  feat  in 
One  fpot  of  earth,  except  Greece,  France,  and  Bri« 

tain. 
The  reft  a  fmgle  trophy  only  bear, 
And  juft  enough  to  fhow  he  had  been  there. 
As  nature's  ideot  never  fails  to  hit. 
Once  in  his  life,  on  fome  fheer  ftrokes  of  wit ; 
Then  ftoops  ten  thoufand  fathoms  down  behind. 
Plump  in  his  own  vacuity  of  mind, 
A  like  excurfion  never  to  repeat 
To  the  warm  regions  of  sethereal  heat. 
Yet  when  we  look  at  home,  my  lord,  at  beft 
We  find  but  little  that  will  ftand  the  teft ; 
But  then  the  boafted  days  of  Charles  the  fecond, 
Unlefs  debauchery  for  wit  is  reckon'd, 
Moft  that  they  had  appears,  by  looking  back, 
A  fungus  growing  on  their  butt  of  fack. 
E'en  my  good  coufm  Rochefter's  but  barren. 
From  wholfome  meat  if  you  dedu6l  the  carrion. 

In  the  next  reigns  how  could  it  flourifh  much  ? 
Bigotry,  revolution,  and  the  Dutch, 
-Damp'd,  like  wet  blankets,  its  afpiring  flame. 
And,  if  not  quite  €xtingui{h'dj  kept  it  tame, 

Till 
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Till  orient  Anna  lighted  all  Its  fires. 
And  the  glad  ftars  refponfive  tun'd  their  choirs  j 
Pity  (he  e'er  left  any  in  the  lurch. 
To  follow  thofe  who  lighted  her  to  church. 
Then  Hallifax,  my  lord,  as  you  do  yet. 
Stood  forth  the  friend  of  poetry  and  wit ; 
Sought  filent  merit  in  its  fecretcell, 
Andheav'n,  nay,  even  man,  repaid  him  well. 
Man,  in  the  praife  of  every  grateful  quill. 
And  heav'n  in  him,  who  bears  his  title  ftill. 
Who  on  a  kingdom  to  his  virtues  won, 
Refleds  the  glories  of  our  Britiih  fun. 


TO   MR,   PO  YNTZ, 

WITH   DR.  SECKER's   SERMON  ON   EDUCATION,' 

PREACHED  BEFORE  THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  OXFORD, 
JULY  8,    1733. 

BY    LORD    HERVEY. 

WHILE  Seeker's  rules  in  this  difcourfe  I  view. 
How  quick  each  maxim  turns  my  thoughts 


on  you  ! 
Who  in  each  art  of  education  fkill'd. 
Severe  in  precept,  yet  in  manner  mild,' 
Canft  form  the  man,  and  yet  not  (hock  the  child  ! 

I  %  You 


} 
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You  by  perfuafion  to  inftru6lion  join'd, 
Knov/  without  force  to  cultivate  the  mind  ; 
And  to  rough  tafks  communicating  eafe. 
E'en  to  the  taught  can  mate  the  teacher  pleafe  j 
"Whiift  to  a  court  adapting  ev'ry  rule. 
Without  enervating  the  ftri6teft  fchool. 
At  once  you  ftrengthen  and  adorn  the  heart. 
With  Spartan  virtue,  and  Athenian  art : 
ISIor  vain  thy  toils,  nor  fruitlefs  are  thy  cares. 
For  fee  !   thy  royal  charge  in  rip'ning  years. 
The  fecond  hope  of  Our  Auguftan  age, 
Like  lov'd  Marcellus,  ev'ry  heart  engage  : 
But  to  his  years  heav'n  grant  a  longer  date,' 
Nor  vvkh  Marcellus'  virtue  give  his  fate  ! 
Long  may  he  live  the  glory  of  cur  ifle. 
And  each  Minerva  on  his  fortune  fmile  : 
Let  this  in  fenate  her  aiTiftance  yield. 
Let  that  dire^l  and  guard  him  in  the  field  i 
In  peace  and  war  ftill  ufeful  to  the  ftate. 
In  council  prudent,  and  in  adion  great : 
Then  ev'ry  rule  throughout  this  theory  (hewn, 
Shall  by  thy  practice  in  this  youth  be  known  ; 
And  the  world  find,  by  one  example  taught. 
How  V7ell  on  Poyntz's  conduct  Seeker  wrote. 


EXTEM- 
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EXTEMPORE    EFi^RAM 

ON  THE  EARL  OF  BURLINGTON  AND    HIS  HOUSE 
AT  CHISWICK. 

BY     LORD     HERVEY. 

POfiefs'd  of  one  great  hall  for  ftate, 
V/ithout  one  room  to  fleep  or  eat ; 
How  well  you  build,  let  fiatt'ry  tell. 
And  all  mankind,  how  ill  you  dwell. 


VERSES 

ON  SECOND  THOUGHTS  ON  THE  SAME  SUBJECT. 


I 


BY     THE     SAME. 

ARE  architeil !  in  v/hofe  exotic  fchool 
Our  Englifii  connoifTeurs  may  learn  by  rule, 
To.fpoil  their  houfes,  and  to  play  the  fool, 
To  all  mankind,  (could  we  on  paper  live) 
What  charming  dwellings  might  thy  genius  give  ! 
And  tho'  when  executed,  ftill  we  find 
Thy  plans  have  nothing  to  its  ufe  affign'd  ; 
Tho'  to  fpace,  light,  convenience  you  declare 
Irrcconcileable,  perpetual  war  j 

I  3  With 
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With  halls.  Where  groping  moles  fhould  only  feed. 
And  libraries,  where  lynx's  eyes  can*t  read  ; 
With  doors,  to  common  purpofes  fuch  foes. 
Some  never  open,  others  never  clofe ; 
Windows,  inverting  what  they  were  of  old. 
Not  form'd  to  let  in  light,  or  keep  out  cold ; 
Chimneys  in  cupboards,  full  of  means  polTefs'd 
To  fire  the  houfe,  tho*  not  to  warm  the  gueft  ; 
Stairs,  which  no  mortal  can  go  up  and  down, 
And  leaden  fkulls  each  emblem  dome  to  crown  3 
Tho'  fuch  in  every  fhape,  in  every  part, 
We  find  thy  unaccommodating  art. 
Yet  who  fhall  fay,  thy  works  are  not  divine  ? 
When  all  muft  own,  there  is  no  houfe  of  thine, 
In  which  (among  the  many  have  been  try'd) 
The  devil  wou'd,  or  mortal  can  refide. 

STREPHON    AND    COLLIN, 

A     DIALOGUE. 

BY  THE    RIGHT   HON.   CHARLES    EARL    OF    MID- 
DLESEX,   AFTERWARDS  DUKE  OF  DORSET, 

STREPHON. 

HAV  E  you  not  feen  the  morning  fun 
Peep  over  yonder  hill  ? 
Then  you  have  feen  my  Chloe's  charms. 
At  bell  but  painted  ill. 

COLLIN. 
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COLLIN. 

Have  you  not  feen  a  butterfly. 

With  colours  bright  and  gay  ? 
Then  you  have  feen  a  thing  lefs  line 

Than  Molly  cloath'd  in  grey. 

STREPHON. 

The  rofe,  you'll  fay,  of  all  the  field. 

Can  boaft  the  lovelieft  hue  ; 
But,  to  compare  virith  Chloe's  cheeks. 

It  w^ants  the  lilly  too. 
As  I  fat  by  her  on  the  plain. 

And  talk'd  the  hours  away. 
She  breath'd  fo  fweet,  I  thought  myfelf 

In  fields  of  new-mow'd  hay. 

COLLIN. 

Not  thefweet  breath  that's  breath'd  from  cows, 

With  Molly's  can  compare ; 
And  when  fhe  fings,  the  lift'ning  folks 

Stand  filent  round  to  hear. 
She  faid,  as  we  were  walking  once 

Along  the  fliady  grove. 
There's  none  but  Collin,  Molly  loves, 

And  will  for  ever  love. 


I4 


STREPHON. 
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STREPHON. 

Believe  not,  friend,  a  woman's  word. 
Or  you  are  much  to  blame ; 

For  t'other  night,  behind  the  elms. 
She  fwore  to  me  the  fame. 

Collin; 

Yet  ril  believe  your  Chloe's  word. 

As  on  my  breaft  Ihe  laid, 
"  This  Strephon  is  fo  dull  a  clown, 

"  He'll  think  me  ftill  a  maid." 


AN        ODE 

TO    TKE    MOST    UNPOPULAR    MAN    LIVING. 
WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR   1 753. 


S 


IR,  while  your  heart  v/ith  tranfport  glows 
To  find  your  moft  important  nofe 

Loft  in  your  P s  ear ; 

Perceive  you  not,  with  ftrange  furprize. 
How  Fortune  fmiles  on  fome  folks  lies y 
Tho'  Truth  herfelf  ^^^t2LX  ? 

While  your  wife  counfels^  and  your  cares 
AfFea  a  nation's  vaft  affairs, 
A  kingdom,  and  a , 


Is 


L    125   J 

Is  all  your  breaft  calm  and  fcrene. 
As  when  you  walk'd  on  *  Winton's  GreeiTj, 
And  dreamt  of  no  fuch  thing  ? 

Envy,  you'll  fay,  your  worth  attends 
MdUcioufly^  1  i  ke  treacbWous  p  icndsy 

Perfidious  to  their  truji ; 
Nor  may  ev'n  Fortune'' sfav' rites  find. 
That  they  alone,  of  all  mankind, 

Efcape  by  being  juji. 

But  fay,  fmce  in  a  lucklefs  hour 
You  roll  in  wealth,  and  rofe  to  pow'r. 

How  relifh  you  the  fcene  ? 
Is  then  ambition  quite  as  bleft 
As  fhe  in  Fancy  s  garb  is  dreft  ? 

— Ho^N  feel  you,  Sir,  within  f 

Can  you  refleft,  without  remorfe  ? 
I  fear  you  can — -Jo  much  the  worfe — 

But,  Sir,  Hoiv  are  your  dreams  ? 
Free  are  they  all  from  guilt,  and  fear  ? 
See  you  not  injured  Norwich  there. 

Or  Harcourt  crofs  the  Thames  ? 

Or  feem  you  lightly  ftill  to  rife 
In  vifionary  dignities. 

With  nothing  to  retard  ? 

*  The  family  feat. 


With 
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With  ev'n  Britannia's  coimcirs  fet^ 
To  weigh  your  merit  to  the  Jiate^ 
And  give  the  due  reiuard  I 

Or  wakeful  to  your  country's  call. 
Say  rather,  can't  yow  Jleep  at  all? 

— Notjleep  a  wink  ? — Yet  know 
Tor  fuch  defert,  z  proper  £mtQ 
Is  fixt  by  the  decrees  of  fate 

■ — Amo^zgji  the  fnades  below. 

f  Pirithous  and  the  %  Laplthae, 
Stretch'd  at  the  royal  banquet  fee 

(Thus  fung  a  bard  of  old) 
A  dire  black  ftone,  bound  by  a  thread. 
Trembled  o'er  each  devoted  head. 

And  all  the  mirth  appall'd. 

+  Pirithous.     A  man  who  to  accomplifli  his  ambitious  views,  went 
to  hell,  and  was  torn  in  pieces  by  Cerberus. 

t  Lapithx.     A  people  of  Theflaly,  who  violated  the  laws  of  hof- 
pitality,  at  a  prince's  table. 

Quid  memorem  Lapithas,  Ixonia,  Pirithoumque  : 
Qiios  fuper  atra  Silex  jam  jam  lapfura,  cadentique 
Imminet  affimilis.     Lucent  genialibus  altis 
Aurea  fulcra  toris,   epulaeque  ante  ora  paratae 
Regijico  luxu  :  Furiarum  maxima  juxta 
Accubat,  et  manibus  prohibct  contingere  menfas, 
Exurgitquc  facem  attollens,  atque  intonat  ore. 

ViR.  Lib.  6. 

A  fury 
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A  fury  too  among  the  reft, 
Uprear'd  her  dreadful  fnaky  crefl. 

And  hift  among  the  meat ; 
And  flrange  to  tell,  th' unwelcome  gueft 
Quite  difcompos'd  the  joyous  feafl, 

And  fpoilt  the  regal  treat. 

The  poets  fing  too,  as  I'm  told, 
(I  mean  they  fung  in  times  of  old) 

The  dangers  of  the  great ; 
How  Fortune's  wheel,  rolling  about. 
Whirls  giddy  mortals  in,  or  out, 

Fixt  to  nojleady  feat. 

The  lofty  fcafFold,  tow'rs  on  high. 
And  climbs  ambitioufly  the  (ky  ; 

One  rotten  plank  is  found — 
§  Tumbles  from  its  aerial  hight 
The  whole,  by  its  unlucky  weight, 

A  ruin  on  the  ground. 

The  moral  hence  is  mighty  plain. 
The  avaricious,  falfe  and  vain, 

(If  plain  the  mufes  fpeak  j 
When  they  unweildy  wealth  defire, 
When  proudly  they  too  high  afpirc. 

Should  look  well  to  their  neck  ! 

§ Numerofa  parabat 

Excelfe  turrls  tabulata,   unde  altior  eflet 

Cafus,  et  impulf«  prjeceps  immane  luina;, 

J.'v.  SaMo. 

EPISTLE 
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EPISTLE   FOR  LORD   LOVEL  TO 
LORD   CHESTERFIELD. 

BY  MR.  PULTNEY,  AFTERWARDS  EARL  OF  BATH. 

OHolkham  !  blefs'd,  belov'd  abode  ! 
Productive  of  an  annual  ode. 
If  Cheflerfield  infpire : 
Clio  and  I  will  club  for  v/it. 
Beneath  the  fpreading  oak  we'll  fit. 
And  thrumb  the  lyric  lyre. 

How  beauteous  is  this  rural  fcene ! 
With  conftant  verdure  ever  green. 

How  healthy,  gay,  and  pleafant ! 
A  clean,  tho'  an  ungrateful  foil. 
Rewarding  well  the  fportfman's  toil. 

With  partridges  and  pheafant. 

To  you,  my  lord,  I  fend  my  lays. 
Fondly  conceiv'd  in  Flavin's  praife, 

Flavia  can  make  a  poet. 
Happy  the  man,  of  choiceft  tafte. 
Who  fees  whate'er's  above  the  waifl:. 

Much  happier,  what's  below  it. 


But 
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But  hold  !  to  love  I  bid  adieu, 
A  greater  theme  Is  now  in  view, 

I  feel  my  country*s  ruin  : 
Next  winter  I'll  refign  my  place. 
Nor  longer  fhare  the  fad  difgrace. 

And  blufh  for  what  is  doing. 

The  cries  of  an  infulted  land, 
Redrefs  of  injuries  demand  : 

Let's  out  for  England's  glory  ! 
I'm  ready  to  take  part  with  you. 
And  am  become  a  patriot  too. 

But  neither  Whig  nor  Tory. 

Lethoneft  men  together  join. 

And  fmce  we  have  It,  keep  that  line, 

Fix'd  by  the  Revolution  j 
Let  us  defend  our  fov'reign's  caufe, 
Aflert  our  rights,  preferve  our  laws. 

And  fave  the  conftitution. 

On  me  you  have  obtain'd  your  ends, 
I  freely  now  give  up  my  friends. 

As  wretched  politicians ; 
Never  to  bite,  yet  (how  their  teeth. 
In  fenfelefs  camps  at  Hounflow  Heath, 

And  Spithead  expeditions, 


Millions 
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Millions  to  raife,  then  arm  in  vain. 
By  fears  inciting  France  and  Spain, 

(Like  him  of  Pope's  defcribing) 
Willing  to  hurt,  afraid  to  ftrike, 
Juft  hint,  and  hefitate  diflike. 

While  all  our  Ikill  is  bribing. 

Of  filth  each  houfe  then  let  us  glean. 
Keep  thofe  Augean  ftables  clean  j 

And  ftrike  ofF  every  penfion  : 
Let  us  be  fov'reigns  of  the  feas. 
Our  merchants  fail  vi^here'er  they  pleafe. 

Nor  fear  a  new  convention. 

This  boon  alone,  my  lord  I  crave. 
Many  will  join  us,  do  but  fave 

One  fmgle  fmner  for  us  : 
Grant  for  our  fakes  this  only  job. 
Some  mercy  fhow  our  old  friend  Bob, 

Do  what  you  will  with  Horace, 


AN 
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AN  EPISTLE   FROM   A    NOBLE  LORD 
TO   MR.   PULTENEY. 

WRITTEN     IN     1 740, 
Dublus  non  Improbus,  ---------D.  ofB.  Ep, 

L 

'APPY  the  man  who  with  fuch  eafe 
Can  different  taftes  and  tempers  pleafe, 
Whatever  be  the  mode,  Sir  : 

Now  charms  the  houfe — then  fteps  to  White's— 

Sets  down  to  whift — cuts  out — indites 
A  letter  or  an  ode,  Sir. 

n. 

Thus  every  place,  and  every  hour 
Is  witnefs  to  his  wit  and  power. 

Of  liveliefl  invention  :- 
Old  topics  in  his  hands  are  new, 
Spithead  and  Hounflow  we  review^ 

And  ftart  at  the  convmtion* 


C&f 
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III. 

Go  on,  my  friend,  the  war  maintain. 
By  various  ways  'gainft  Bob  f  and  Spain^ 

Tho'  doubtful  is  the  former  : 
Flavia,  or  Chefterfield  invoke. 
Let  ofF,  on  v/hom  you  pleafe,  your  joke. 

Excepting  always  Dortner  *. 

IV. 

You'll  take  the  hint  as  'tis  defign'd^ 
Of  honeft  and  of  tender  kind  ; 

And  pardon  the  digrefiion  : 
For  tho'  your  courage  none  can  doubt. 
No  mortal  one  can  hold  it  out, 

Againft  a  whole  profeiTion. 

V. 

But  why  fhould  /in  hafte  incline. 
To  take  your  counfel  and  refign, 

And  die  by  your  direffcion  : 
Or,  what's  the  fame,  myfelf  turn  out. 
There  flill  remains  an  ugly  doubt. 

About  a  refurrection. 

VI. 

So  when  you  can  that  point  afiure. 
And  make  an  after-game  fecure, 
D 1  fpatc h  a  fecond.  letter  : 

+  Sir  Robert  Wal  pole,  1  General  Dormcr» 

But 
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But  he  deferveth  not  to  eat. 
Who  rafhly  parts  with  certain  fweet, 
Uncertain  of  a  better. 

vir. 

The  mighty  sera  may  be  near. 
But  that  perhaps  is  not  To  clear, 

Then  you'll  be  in  difgrace  dill ; 
There  being  but  one  engine  more. 
And  that  may  burft  as  thofe  before. 

You  know  I  mean  the  place-bilL 

VIII.  , 

The  Jews,  unbelieving,  b'lieving  nation. 
Are  ftill  in  fanguine  expedlation. 

Of  coming  of  their  king,  Sir; 
Why  fo  their  fathers  were  before. 
For  feventeen  hundred  years  and  more. 

But  yet  there's  no  fuch  thing.  Sir. 

IX. 

I've  next  in  view,  the  dog  of  old, 
Whofe  ftory  was  by  i^fop  told. 

That  politician  able ; 
What  fad  mifchance  the  cur  befell. 
At  prefent  I'll  forbear  to  tell. 

But  profit  by  the  fable. 


K  Expsa 
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Expert  not  then,  I  now  fhould^ni/^ 
But  let  me  hejitate  dijlike^ 

Till  matters  are  more  certain  : 
As  much  does  on  next  choice  depend, 
I'll  that  event  with  care  attend. 

Before  I  draw  the  curtain. 

XL 

But  if,  meanwhile,  fhould  happy  fate. 
And  ftars  benign  coiifent  to  wait. 

On  Cathcart's  expedition  : 
Mojl  will  rejoice  at  the  fuccefs, 
Bob*s  friends  increafe,  and  yours  grow  lefs- 

Then  farewel  oppofition, 

XIL 

Thus  having  i^oft  maturely  weigh'd. 
What  may  on  either  fide  be  faid. 

And  laid  my  thoughts  before  ye  : 
T  take  my  leave,  and  do  profefs 
Myfelf  Bob's  friend,  and  yours  no  lefs, 

Tho'  neither  Wing  ngr  Tory. 


ON 
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bN    LADY   T AT    BATH, 

BY     THE     EARL    OF    BATH. 

PHyfick  each  morn  is  T care. 
Each  night  (he  plays  a  pool ; 
One  helps  her  to  an  elbow  chair. 
The  other  to  a  ftooK 

ON  DOWAGER  LADY  E.  H -D. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

VAIN  are  the  charms  of  white  and  red. 
Which  divide  the  blooming  fair; 
Give  me  the  nymph  whofe  fnoW  is  fpread. 

Not  o'er  her  breaft,  but  hair. 
Of  fmoother  cheeks  the  winning  grace. 

As  open  forces  I  defy ; 
But  in  the  wrinkles  of  her  face ; 

Cupids,  as  in  ambufh,  lie. 
If  naked  eyes  fet  hearts  on  blaze. 

And  am'rous  warmth  infpire ; 
Thro'  glafs  who  darts  her  pointed  rays. 
Lights^  up  a  fiercer  fire. 

K  2^  Nor 
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Nor  happy  rivals,  nor  the  train 

Of  num'rous  years  my  blifs  deftroys^ 

Alive  fhe  gives  no  jealous  pain. 
And  then,  to  pleafe  me,  dies. 


STRAWBERRY     HILL. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

L 

SOME  cry  up  Gunners-bury, 
For  Sion  fome  declare. 
Some  fay  that  with  Chifwick-houfe 

No  villa  can  compare ; 
But  afk  the  beaux  of  Middlefex, 
Who  know  the  country  w^ell. 
If  Strawberry-hill,  if  Strawberry-hill, 
Don't  bear  away  the  bell. 

IL 

Some  love  to  roll  down  Greenwich  hill, 

For  this  thing  and  for  that. 
And  fome  prefer  fweet  Marble-hill, 

Tho'  fure  'tis  fome  what  flat; 
Yet  Marble-hill  and  Greenwich-hill, 

If  Kitty  Clive  can  tell, 
From  Strawberry-hill,  from  Strawberry-hill, 

Will  never  bear  the  bell. 

Tho' 
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III. 

Tho'  Surry  boafts  its  Oatlands, 

And  Clermont  kept  fojim. 
And  fome  prefer  fweet  Southcoats, 

'Tis  but  a  dainty  whim ; 
But  a(k  the  gallant  Briftol, 

Who  doth  in  tafte  excel, 
If  Strawberry-hill,  if  Strawberry -hill. 

Don't  bear  away  the  bell. 

IV. 

Since  Denham  fung  of  Cooper's, 

There's  fcarce  a  hill  around. 
But  what  in  fong  or  ditty. 

Is  turn'd  to  fairy  ground. 
Ah  peace  be  with  their  memory, 

I  wifh  them  wondrous  well. 
But  Strawberry-hill,  but  Strawberry-hiLLj 

Will  ever  bear  the  bell. 

V. 

Great  William  dwells  at  Windfor, 

As  Edward  did  of  old. 
And  many  a  Gaul  and  many  a  Scot 

Have  found  him  full  as  bold. 
On  lofty  hills  like  Windfor 
'    Such  heroes  ought  to  dwell. 
Yet  the  little  folks  on  Strawberry-hill 

Like  Strawberry-hill  as  well. 

K  3  ADVICE 
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ADVICE   TO   GENERAL  COPE, 

UPON    HIS    GETTING     ST.    ANTHONy's    FIRE    BY 

DRINKING  THE  BATH  WATERS,    AND  AT 

THE  SAME  TIME  FALLING  IN  LOV^ 

WITH  THE  GIRL  THAT  DIPPED 

THE  WATER. 

BY    THE     SAME. 

SEE  gentle  Cope,  with  gout  and  love  oppreft. 
Alternate  torments  rankling  in  his  breaft. 
Tries  at  a  cure,  but  tampers  ftill  in  vain. 
What  eafes  one,  augments  the  other  pain. 
The  charming  girl,  who  ftrives  to  lend  relief, 
Inftead  of  comfort,  heightens  all  his  grief. 
He  drinks  for  health,  then  fighs  for  love,  and  cries. 
Health's  in  her  hand,  deftrudlion  in  her  eyes. 
She  gives  us  vi^ater,  but  each  look,  alas  ! 
The  wicked  girl  eledlrifies  the  glafs. 
To  eafe  the  gout,  we  fwallow  draughts  of  love, 
And  then,  like  ^tna,  burn  in  fires  above. 
Sip  not,  dear  knight,  the  daughter's  liquid  fire. 
But  take  the  healing  beverage  from  the  fire  ; 
'Twill  eafe  your  gout ;  for  love  no  cure  is  known  ; 
The  god  of  phyfick  could  not  cure  his  own, 

ON 
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ON  THE  BISHOPS   AND  JUDGES, 

BY    P.    DUKE    OF    WHARTON. 

WHEN  Y — ke  to  heaven  fliall  lift  one  folemn 
eye. 
And  love  his  w^ife  above  adultery, ' 
When  godlinefs  to  gain  fhall  be  preferrM 
By  more  than  two  of  the  right  reverend  herd  ; 
When  P— rk-r  (hall  pronounce  upright  decrees. 
And  H — ng — rf — rd  refufe  his  double  fees  ; 
When  Pr — tt  vi^ith  juftice  fhall  difpenfe  the  laws. 
And  King  once  partially  decide  a  caufe  ; 
When  Tracy's  generous  foul  (hall  fwell  with  pride. 
And  Eyr — s  his  haughtinefs  fhall  lay  afide  ; 
When  honeft  Price  fhall  trim  and  truckle  under, 
And  P— w— s  fum  a  caufe  without  a  blunder  ; 
When  P — ge  one  uncorrupted  finger  fhews. 
And  F — rt— fcue  deferves  another  nofe ; 
Thep  fhall  I  ceafe  my  charmer  to  zdore. 
And  think  of  love  and  politicks  no  more. 


Kf  A^ 
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AN  EPISTLE  FROM  JOHN   SHEPHERD 
TO  THE  EARL  OF  MACCLESFIELD. 

B  y     T  HE     S  A  M  E. 

WHEN  curiofity  led  you  (o  far 
As  to  fend  for  me,  my  dear  lord,  to  the  bar. 
To  ihew  what  a  couple  of  rafcals  we  were  ; 

Vi  hich  nobody  can  deny. 

You'll  excufe  me  the  freedom  of  writing  to  thee. 
For  the  world  then  agreed  they  never  did  fee 
A  pair  fo  well  match'd  as  your  lordfliip  and  me ; 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 

At  the  prefentdifgrace,  my  lord,  never  repine. 
Since  fame  rings  of  nothing  but  thy  tricks  and  mine. 
And  our  names  ihall  alike  in  hiftory  {hine ; 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 

Tho'  we  two  have  made  fuch  a  noife  upon  earth. 
Thy  fate  would  now  be  but  a  fubject  of  mirth. 
Should  your  death  be  like  mine,  as  we're  equal  in  both ; 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 

Were 
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Were  thy  virtues  and  mine  to  be  welghM  in  a  fcalc, 
I  fear,  honeft  Thomas,  that  thine  would  prevail, 
For  you  break  thro'  all  laws,    while  I  only  break 
jail; 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 

Yet  fomething  I  hope  to  my  merit  is  due. 
Since  there  ne'er  was  fo  barefac'd  a  blunder  as  you, 
And  yet  I  am  the  more  dext'rous  rogue  of  the  two  ; 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 

We  who  thieve  for  our  living,  if  taken,  muft  die, 
Thofe  who  plunder  poor  orphans,  pray  anfvver  me 

why 
They  deferve  not  a  rope  more  than  Blewfkin  and  I  ? 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 

Tho' the  maflers  arerafcals,  that  you  fliould  fvving 

for  it 
Is  a  damnable  hardfhip  ;  your  lordfhip,  in  (hort,        ' 
Hath  been  only  the  Jonathan  Wild  of  the  court ; 

Vv^hich  nobody  can  deny. 

Altho'  at  the  helm  you  and  Jonathan  fir, 

Whilft  your  myrmidons  plunder,  and  what  they  ci?a 

get. 
To  fave  their  own  necks,  mull  be  laid  at  your  feet  j 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 

Yet 
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Yet  Jonathan's  politics  muft  be  allowM 
To  be  better  than  thine,  for  he  often  hath  fhewMj 
He'd  ftiii  faye  himfelf,  yet  hang  when  he  would  ; 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 

But  as  thou  and  thy  gang  muft  come  in  for  a  rope. 
The  honour  of  being  the  firft  that's  truft  up. 
Is  the  only  favour  your  lordfhip  can  hope  ; 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 


THE   TRIPLE    ALLIANCE. 

BY     THE     SAME. 

N  fible  all  things  hold  difcourfe. 
Then  words  (no  doubt)  muft  talk  of  courfe. 
Once  on  a  time,  near  Channel  row. 
Two  hoftile  adverbs,  AY  and  NO, 
Were  haft'ning  to  the  field  of  fight. 
Where  front  to  front,  ftood  oppofite  ; 
Before  each  general  join'd  the  van, 
AY  (the  more  courteous  knight)  began: 

Stop,  peevifh  particle  !  beware, 
I'm  toIJ,  you  are  not  fuch  a  bear, 
But  fometimes  yield  when  ofFer'd  fair, 
S-jlhrr  yon  folks  a  while  to  prattle, 
"Fis  we  that  mult  decide  the  battle  5 

Whene'er 
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Whene'er  wc  war  on  yonder  ftage. 
With  .various  fate  and  equal  rage, 
The  nation  trembles  at  each  blow 
That  NO  gives  AY,  and  AY  gives  NO  ; 
But,  in  th'expenfive  long  contention. 
We  gain  nor  office,  grant,  or  penfion  ; 
Why  then  (hould  kinsfolks  quarrel  thus, 
(For  two  of  you  make  one  of  us) 
To  fome  wife  ftatefman  let  us  go, 
Where  each  his  proper  ufe  may  know. 
He  may  admit  two  fuch  commanders. 
And  let  thofe  wait  who  ferv'd  in  Flanders  5 
Let's  quarter  on  a  great  man's  tongue, 

A  Tr ry  Lord,  not  mafter  Y g, 

Obfequious  at  his  high  command, 
AY  fhall  march  forth  to  tax  the  land  ; 
Impeachments,  NO  can  beft  refift. 
And  AY  fupport  the  C— 1  L—t, 
AY,  quick  as  Caefar,  win  the  day, 
And  NO,  like  Fabius,  by  delay, 
Sometimes  in  mutual  fly  difguile, 
Let  AY's  feem  NO's,  and  NO's  feem  AY'^-, 
AY's  be  in  courts,  denials  meant, 
And  NO's  in  B — ps,  give  confent. 
Thus  AY  propos'd,  and,  for  reply, 
NO,  for  the  firft  time,  anfwer'd  AY  ; 
They  parted  wich  a  thoufand  kiiles, 
And  fight,  e'er  fincc,  for  pay,  like  SwiiTcs, 


ON 
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ON  ROBBING  THE  EXCHEQUER; 

BY     THE     SAME. 

FROM  fun-fet  to  day-break  vvhilft  folks  are  afleep. 
New    watch   are    appointed    th'  Exchequer   to 

keep, 
New  bolls  and  new  bars  faften  every  door. 
And  the  chefls  are  made  three  times  as  flrong  as 

before ; 
Yet  the  thieves  in  the  day-time  the   treafures  may 

feize. 
For  the  fame  are  entrufted  v/ith  care  of  the  keys  ; 
J^'rom  the  night  till  the  morning,  'tis  true,  all  is  right. 
But  who  will  fecure  it  from  mornino;  till  ni2;ht. 


A    N     O     T    H    E    R. 

BY     THE      SAME. 

.UOTH  Wild  unto  Walpole,  make  me  under« 
taker.^ 

Ill  foon  find  the  rogues  that  robb'd  the  Exchequer, 
I  iha'n't  look  among  thofe  that  are  us'd  to  purloining, 
BLit  iiiall  the  iiril  fcarch  in  the  chapel  adjoining. 

Q^ioth 
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Qiioth  Robin,  that's  right,  for  the  cafh  you  will  find, 
Tho'  I'm  fure  'twas  not  they,  for  there's  fome  left 

behind ; 
But,  if  it  were  they,  you  could  not  well  complain^ 

For  what  they  have,  emptied,  they'll  foon  fill  again. 


BY    THE    SAME. 

EAR  Lloid,  they  fay,  you're  Walpole's  ferret. 
To  hunt  him  out  poor  Molly  Skerrett  f, 
And  thus  are  grown  by  views  finifler, 
A  pimp  to  fuch  a  fcrub  minifter  ; 
Stick  to  your  ufual  voting  trade. 
Nor  Chetwind's  rights  prefume  t'  invade. 
To  purchafe  Molly  to  his  bed  ; 
The  booby  lover  fumed,  and  faid, 
Spain  and  the  galleons  he'd  facrifice. 
To  buy  kind  glances  from  her  eyes. 
Nay,  fware  he'd  make  a  plot  td  pay  her. 
At  leaft  as  good  as  that  for  Layer, 
And  bid  his  old  tool,  Delafaye 
Keep  Lynch  and  Mafon  in  fall  pay, 
Paxton  tfliould  teach  them  what  to  fay. 
For  hatching  plots,  and  coining  trcafon, 
Paxton's  efteem'd,  with  mighty  reafon  ; 

f  Afterwards  fecond  wife  of  the  earl  of  Orford, 
1  Solicitor  to  the  Treafury. 

Molljy 
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Molly,  'tis  faid,  by  you  inclin'd, 

Rcceiv'd  his  offers,  and  refign'd  ; 

But  Walpole  long  by  vice  decayed,- 

Unable  was  to  pleale  the  maid  ; 

Bat  none  bis  fury  can  delcribe, 

Unlike  his  wretched  voting  tribe. 

To  find  one  Member  fcorn  a  bribe ; 

And  happy  were  it  for  this  land. 

If  corrupt  Members  ne*er  could  fland  ; 

In  vain  were  all  his  lying  tricksy 

His  ufual  arts  in  politicks ; 

Thev  fail'd  in  one  as  well  as  t'other. 

In  fpite  of  Townfhend  and  his  brother.^ 

What  will  become  of  this,  poor  Lloid, 

When  once  thy  matter's  powVs  deftroy'dy 

When  he  refunds  his  unjuft  gains, 

Bv  bills  of  penalties  and  pains  \ 

When  Vaughan  (hall  fwear  he  did  miftake  him. 

And  even  bifhops  fhall  forfake  him  ; 

Charters  (hall  bully  prove  to  bang  him, 

Churchill  turn  evidence  to  hang  him, 

Molly  proclaim  him  fumbling  imp, 

And  you  how  ill  he  paid  his  pimpv 


1 


THE 
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AN    HEROIC    TALE. 

R Emote  from  cities,  in  a  country  town. 
There  liv'd  an  honeflr,  but  an  haplefs  clown. 
Haplefs  indeed  !  for,  if  report  is  true, 
Th'unhappy  man  was  wedded  to  a  fhrew : 
And  what  perplex'd  the  ill-fated  fpoufethe  more. 
He  fear'd,  from  reafon,  that  fhe  was  a  whore. 
How  hard  his  lot !  who  thus  a  wife  doth  wed. 
At  once  to  ftun  his  ears  and  load  his  head. 
How  many  worthy  heads  deferve  our  pity  ?— 
But  cuftom  fmothers  evils  in  the  city. 

But  to  this  tale.— The  Mufe  each  natne  contrives. 
The  hufband's  Jafper  ;  Dorcas  was  the  wife's. 
Each  day  gallants  came  fwarming  to  his  houfe. 
Each  day  fhe  riots  her  unanfw'ring  fpoufe; 
Who  feels  he  fuffers  by  th' unruly  dame. 
At  home  in  fubftance,  and  abroad  in  fame. 
He  ftrives  to  guard  his  honour  and  his  coft; 
But  gentle  admonition  is  but  loft  ! 
Good  words  he  finds  are  thrown  away  in  vain. 
Then  bad  he  ufes,  then  but  bad  again. 
Now  fully  bent  to  ftop  this  growing  evil. 
He  plots  to  undermine  this  wily  devil  ; 
Each  lover  at  th' accuftom'd  hour  he  watches, 
Fix'd  todjfmember  every  one  he  catches. 

Fruitlefs 
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Fruitlefs  refolve  !  his  bufinefs  he  negleds. 

And  ftrives  in  vain  to  track  the  wary  fex. 

She  fends  to  each  gallant  her  private  reafons. 

Why  love  muft  be  deferr'd  to  proper  feafons. 

Thus  all  the  hufband's  laboured  fchemes  disjointed. 

And  thus  his  cunning  aims  are  difappointed. 

Yet  fo  it  is,  that  time  or  chance  betrays 

A  hundred  lucklefs  things,   a  hundred  ways. 

'Twas  on  a  day,  when  bus'nefs  call'd  the  clown 

Twenty  long  miles  to  a  diftant  market  town, 

Abroad  he  goes,  at  early  morning  light. 

And  bids  her  not  expe6t  him  home  at  night. 

Dorcas  could  ne'er  let  flip  fuch  fair  occafion. 

But  fends  a  kind  gallant  an  invitation. 

He  comes,  he  treats  j  when  fhe,  for  frefh  delight, 

Difmifs'd  one  lover,  for  a  new  at  night. 

IMean  time,  jogg'd  Jafper  on  his  hobbling  jade, 

A  fccond  Rofmante,  a  forry  fteed  ! 

Againft  whofe  fides  full  oft  the  fpur  was  play'd. 

And  crofs  his  buttocks  la{h  repeated  laid. 

But  ere  on's  journey  he  had  rode  half  way, 

'I'ir'd  on  the  road  the  panting  courfer  lay  : 

His  eafy  amble  having  quite  forgot, 

Nor  lafh  could  make  him  reafibme  the  trot  : 

Here  then  he  leaves  him  ;  not  too  good  to  lofe. 

And  then  his  journey  on  his  feetpurfues. 

Kow  Jafper  was  on  neighbour's  errand  fent, 

To  pay  his  landlord  certain  fums  of  rent : 

Full 
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Full  fifteen  pounds  were  in  his  pocket  told, 

No  matter  which,  in  filver  or  in  ^old. 

True,  fays  the  proverb,  as  myfelr  have  known. 

That  one  misfortune  feldom  comes  alone  : 

'Twas  fo  with  Jafper.     Scarce  his  horfe  was  fpent. 

But  robbers  came  and  robb'd  him  of  his  rent. 

He  would  have  fought;  but  thinking,  as  Fm  told. 

His  bones  were  his,  and  that  was  not  the  gold, 

He  gave  it  calmly  up,  nor  further  car'd  ; 

Buthomev^ard,  fomewhat  penfive,  back  repairM. 

Thus  as  he  travell'd,  dufKy  night  came  on, 

Or  dark  it  was,  or  lighted  by  the  moon  : 

But  to  the  mufe  indulgent  pardon  fliow. 

She  cannot  tell  you—what  fhe  does  not  know  : 

But  this  we're  told,  that  ere  he  reached  his  home, 

The  doleful  midnight  hour  of  twelve  was  come  ; 

Much  he's  furpriz'd,  at  fuch  a  time  to  catch 

The  door  unbolted,  fhutcing  on  the  latch. 

Dorcas,  too,   bufy  with  her  lover's  charms. 

Ne'er  thought  of  doors,  but  flept  within  his  arms  : 

Now  fell  fufpicion's  dart  in  Jafper's  brain, 

Tho'  glad  fo  opportune  he's  home  again  : 

He  creeps  and  iiftens  at  the  chamber  door. 

And  overhears  two  fleeping  nofes  fnore :  * 

Then  from  his  pocket  drew  a  fwinging  knife, 

Refolv'd  to  flab  the  lover  or  the  wife  ; 

But  itop'd  to  think,  before  he  ventured  on, 

If  aught  could  better  in  the  cafe  be  done. 

L  Nov7 
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Now  fear  ufurpM  a  place  in  Jafper's  breaft, 
And  thus  returning  reafon  doth  fugged  : 
Suppofe  I  wreak  my  vengeance,  then  may  I, 
Perhaps,  for  murder,  on  the  gallows  die  ; 
Or  on  the  lover  only  ;  then  my  wife 
Would  foonef  take  away,  than  fpare  my  life  ; 
Or,  if  on  both  ;  I  know  not  how  to  doubt 
That  proverb,  "  Murder  fome  odd  time  will  out." 
Thus  reas'ning,  vengeance  he  deferr'd  till  morn. 
Softly  retir'd,  and  ftroakM  each  budding  horn. 
At  neighbour's  houfe  he  fpends  the  later  night. 
Home  to  return  before  the  morning  light. 
At  early  day  he  thunders  at  his  door. 
But  the  gallant  v/as  ris'n  and  gone  before ; 
From  her  foft  fleep  the  treach'rous  Dorcas  wakes. 
And  thro'  the  broken  pane  in  th'cafement  fpeaks. 
As  tho'  fo  chaile,  in  th'abfence  of  her  fpoufe,  ^ 
She  would  admit  no  foul  into  the  houfe. 
Who's  at  the  door  ?  Pray  tell  me  who  you  are  ? 
^Tis  1,  quoth  Jafper;  I,  your  hufband  dear. 
Then  up  fhe  gets,  feems  glad  that  he  is  come. 
And  with  a  Judas  kifs  he's  welcom'd  home. 
Jafper  moft  men  in  temper  did  excel, 
But  when  provok'd,  could  wield  a  cudgel  well  5 
Enrag'd  to  fee  his  fpoufe  her  treachery, 
Cries,  Dorcas,  who  to-night  did  with  you  lie  ? 
None,  jealous  monfter  !  with  a  tofs  fhe  cries. 
And  all  her  temper  lightens  in  her  eyes. 

Aha! 


I 
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Aha  ^  cries  Jafper  (regardlefs  of  her  brow) 
My  loving  faithful  fpoufe,   I've  caught  you  now. 
Thus  fully  bent  on  taming  of  the  (hrew, 
His  words  were  fcarce  precedent  to  a  blov/, 
In's  hand  he  held  a  knotted  taper  crab, 
With  which  hefmartly  lac'd  the  jilting  drab. 
Aloud  frxQ  baurd,  and  begg'd  him  to  refrain  ; 
But  flill  he  lafli'd,  and  fliil  (he  begg'd  in  vain  : 
When,  as  it  happ'd,  in  middle  of  the  fray 
A  brother  clown  (that  chanc'd  to  pafs  that  way) 
Ben  was  his  name,  came  in  to  part  the  ftrife. 
And  afk'd,  why  Jafper  thus  abus'd  his  wife. 
Why  !  Ben,  cries  Jafper,  dofl  thou  aflc  me  why  ? 
'1  hen  lafh'd  ap;ain — I've  cau<^ht  her  in  a  Ive. 

to  o  J 

Is  lying  then  afone,  quoth  Ben,  the  caufe 

Of  all  this,  noife,  and  wond'rous  wafte  of  blows  ? 

No not  alone,  quoth  Jafper,  honeft  Ben, 

It  is  becaufefhe  lies  with other  men. 


A   SERIO-COxMIC  PINDARIC. 

I.  ^ 

AS  young  in  life,  and  young  in  lovCy 
I  took,  my  roving  way. 
There  chanc'd  before  my  eyes  to  move 
A  female  beautiful  and  gay. 
Such  as  informs  the  wifh,  delights  the  dream. 
The  Painter's  model,  and  tiie  Poet's  theme. 

L  2  Awe- 
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Awe-pIercM  I  flood  :  and  with  obeifance  due 
Ador'd  the  fairy  vifion  as  it  flew  : 
When  lo  it  ftopp'd ; — and  in  my  tingling  ear 
Whifper'd,  with  more  melodious  note 
Than  warbles  thro'  the  eunuch's  throat, 
How  do  you  do^  my  dear  ? 

IL 

Ithaca's  king  ('tis  fung)  could  difobey 
The  Syren's  potent  call,  and  keep  his  fteady  way ; 
But  how  from  my  feducer  fly, 

She  more  than  Syren,  no  UlyfTes  I  ? 

Pleafures  and  expectations  twifled  braid 
Tow'd  me  where'er  the  phantom  led  : 
The  lovely  phantom  led  me  to  a  room, 
Where  the  fpread  bed  and  artificial  gloom 

Bade  modefty  retreat,  nor  dare 
To  damp  the  raptures  v/hich  it  cou'd  not  fhare  : 
A  pint  ofrack^  my  goddefs  calls;  and  all  around 

The  vocal  waiters  pints  of  rack  refound, 

III. 

Here  many  a  fwlft-wing'd  hour  I  lie, 

Plung'd  in  indefcriptive  blifs  : 

Then,  with  an  eager  burning  kifs, 
Addrefs  the  partner  of  my  ecftacy  : 

Say,  rapture-giving  fair,  O  fay. 

If  fuper-human  joys  divine 

Ought  fublunary  can  repaV, 
What  recompence  is  thine  ? 


Will 
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Will  you  the  avarice  of  glutton  love 

Deign  to  approve. 
And  blefs  and  grace  your  fuppliant's  fide, 
My  faithful,  my  perpetual  bride; 
Or,  if  too  much  the  rich  monopoly 

For  any  fingle  he, 
May  I  among  your  favoured  vafTals  ftand. 
With  life  and  fortune  in  my  ready  hand. 
Waiting  the  blifsful  rotative  command  ?- 

Stoop  to  fenfe,   and  rant  no  more  ; 
A  one -pound- one  y  Sir,  quits  the  f core ; 

Returns  the  eafily-contented  W — e. 


THE    CHIMNEY    SWEEPER. 

HOW  each  fond  parent  flill  purfues 
Ambition  in  his  children's  views  ! 
Would  have  his  heir  be  fomething  more, 
Than  what  the  father  was  before  ! 
The  Bailiff  makes  his  fon  a  Pro^lor; 
Th'Apothecary  his  a  Do6l:or  : 
And  hufband  ever  joins  with  wife. 
That  Tom  (hould  pufh  himfelf  in  life. 

A  Chimney-fweeper  and  his  Fair^ 
The  footy  partner  of  his  care, 
(For  fair's  a  term,  we  common  find 
For  black,  and  brown,  and  ail  the  kin  J) 

L  3  Indulging 
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Indulging  in  their  homely  cheer 
Of  bread  and  cheefe,  and  good  ftrong  beer^ 
(For  then  good-nature  might  afford 
A  foaming  pot  to  grace  the  board, 
Ere  halfpenny's  advance  in  price 
Made  poor  folks  grow  more  wife  than  nice) 
With  mutual  wifh,  and  anxious  joy, 
Gaz'd  on  their  only  hope,  a  Boy. 
When  the  fond  Dame,  whom  fancy  led 
To  fafhion  caftles  in  her  head, 
Pufs'd  with  a  fmack  her  nown  good  man. 
Then  took  a  draught,  and  thus  began  : 
Sure^  Tommy's  vaftly  grown^  my  dear. 
Come  hither,  child — I  fay,  come  here. 
Hold  up  thy  head — Ah — he's  not  made 
For  fuch  a  vaft  laborious  trade ; 
He  has  not  ftrength  tobuftle  through. 
Nor  wiithe  his  body  like  a  fkrew. 
Lard  !  he  has  genius  far  above 
What  you  and  I  have  been,  my  love  ; 
Some  gentler  trade  were  not  amifs — 
Go,  child — go — give  Papa  a  kifs.'* 
Then  looking;  kind  at  one  another. 
Grim  iirft  kifs'd  child,  and  after  mother. 
Why,  Dame,  quoth  he,  why  all  this  fufs? 
This  Boy,  our  Tom,  is  all  to  us  5 
And  ha'n't  I  toil'd  from  year  to  year. 
But  for  his  fake,  and  thine,  my  dear  ? 


And 
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And  fliall  not  Tom  then  make  a  figure, 
As  big  as  father  does  ? — aye,  bigger. 
For,  zounds  !  it  never  fhall  be  faid. 
That  Grim's  own  boy  was  bafely  bred  ; 
While  Barber  Scrape  puts  out  his  fool. 
To  learn  his  book  at  Grammar-fchool, 
Come  hither,  lad,  look  up,  be  bold  : 
Aye,  there  it  is,  my  heart  of  gold  : 
Thou  {halt  complete  thy  father's  joy. 
And  be  a  Bricklayer,  my  Boy  ; 
Shalt  build  the  chimney,  and  not  creep 
Thro'  thofe  thy  father  us'd  to  fweep. 


VERSES 

ON  THE  APPROACH  OF  WINTER. 

Autumnal  leaves  apace  do  fade. 
And  winter  ftiows  its  hoary  head, 
With  clouds  and  winds  auftere  : 
Th'  enamell'd,  flower  in  earth  is  laid. 
And  lies  conceal'd  in  Nature's  bed, 
'Till  Sol  revolves  the  year. 

The  feather'd  throng  prepare  for  flight, 
The  woods  no  fhelter  yield  at  night  3 
Unrob'd  their  bow'rs  appear ; 

L  4  The 


[     156    ] 

The  rportfman  views,  with  true  delight, 
The  new-reap'd  fields  expofe  to  fic^ht 
The  haunts  of  tim'rous  hare 

To  town,  my  lord,  with  eager  hafte. 
Repairs,  and  makes  his  dwelling  place 

At  Arthur's,  or  at  White's  : 
Nor  time  her  Ladyfhip  doth  wafte. 
But  feeks  the  rout  (he  oft  hath  grac'd, 

And  ihone  at  whift  whole  nights. 

The  ilreets  fhall  now  with  flambeaux  blaze ; 
The  gay  refort  to  balls  and  plays, 

And  winter's  joys  pofTefsj 
While  fons  of  mirth  in  roundelays. 
At  feftive  board  their  voices  raife. 

And  Bacchus'  pow'r  confefs. 

The  foldier  now,  from  direful  war, 
Retires  with  honourable  fear. 

With  Caslia  to  enp;ao^e  : 
While  (he,  more  bright  than  mornino;  ftar, 
Pofiefs'J  with  ev'ry  grace  and  air. 

Unequal  war  doth  wage. 

The  Pluralift,  with  fimp'ring  cheek, 
And  ftall-fed  (kin  fo  fmooth  and  ileek, 
His  tything  circuit  ends  : 


Tho' 
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Tho'  tythes  he  once  a  year  doth  feek, 
His  curate  preaches  once  a  week, 
But  oft  with  poor  amends  : 

The  re£^or  touches  all  the  pelf. 
And  curate  flarves  t'  enrich  himfelf, 

God's  word  is  mammon  made  : 
While  he,  a  lazy  pamper'd  elf. 
Scarce  pulls  a  book  from  off  the  fhelf 

His  function  is  a  trade. 

The  do(5lor,  jufl  at  death  arrlv'd. 
Fearing  of  fee  to  be  deprived. 

Ere  ended  is  the  farce, 
To  finilh  recipe  he  ftriv'd. 
That  done,  or  live  or  die  he's  brib'd, 

Aflur'd  it  is  his  laft. 


ON    A    PINCUSHION. 

OF  all  the  trinkets  that  the  toilet  grace, 
The  Pincuftiion  deferves  the  higheft  place- 
When  balls  or  operas  invite  the  fair. 
How  could  fhe  fet  her  knots,  or  curl  her  hair  j 
Did  not  th'  important  pin  each  air  fupply. 
Subduing  flubborn  plaits  that  ftand  awry  ? 
The  little  pin  flill  finds  an  ufeful  place 
In  mobs,  in  lappets,  and  in  Brullels  lace: 

The 
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The  modeft  pilgrim  o'er  the  (houlders  draws. 
Or  from  the  well-plac*d  peeper  gains  applaufe; 
In  every  office  it  performs  is  bleft. 
Now  to  her  eye  is  neareft,  now  her  breaft. 

Others  may  to  the  milaner  repair, 
But  Sylvia  deigns  not  to  be  furnifti'd  there  : 
Cupid  himfelf  fupplies  her  magazines, 
And  works  his  pointed  arrows  into  pins  : 
No  wonder  everv  look' fhould  wound  a  heart. 
Each  corkin  that  adorns  her  is  a  dart. 


ON    AURELIA    SLEEPING. 

WRITTEN  BY  A  YOUTH  AT  THE  AGE  OF  FIFTEEN. 

I. 

SEE  !  where  the  bright  Aurelia  lies 
In  yonder  vi'let  fmelling  bow'r  3 
Sleep,  gentle  fleep  has  clos'd  her  eyes. 
Ye  Cupids  !  guard  the  happy  hour. 

11. 

Zephyrs  !  play  foft  around  her  breaft  ; 

Fan  from  her  lips  the  fipping  fly. 
That  dares  fuch  beauty  to  moleft. 

At  whofe  command  I  live  or  die. 

The 


[     ^59    ] 

III. 

Silence  !  ye  feather'd,  warbling  throng  ! 

Awhile  your  harmony  forbear ; 
Awhile  fufpend  each  rural  fong. 

Left  you  awake  my  fleeping  Fair, 

IV. 

So  may  you  never,  never  hear 

The  gun  dread-founding  thro'  the  air; 
So  may  you  never,  never  fear 

The  cruel  fchool- boy's  limy  fnare. 


THE   GIRDLE   OF    VENUS. 

A    FABLE    FROM    THE    GREEK, 

FOR    GROWN     LADIES. 

HEN  Jupiter's  high-mettled  dame 
(As  we  read  in  Dan  Homer  the  ftory) 
Had  a  mind  his  cold  breaft  to  inflame, 
And  to  fhine  with  additional  glory. 

She  order'd  her  peacocks  and  car. 

And  then  flew  to  the  queen  of  the  doves. 

Who  liv'd  from  her  palace  not  far. 
In  the  midft  of  the  Graces  and  Loves. 

Dear 


l       1^0      ] 

**  Dear  Venus,"  thus  flow'd  her  fmooth  fpeech, 
"  Prythee  lend  me  your  ceftus  to-day, 

*'  To  repair  a  fmall  conjugal  breach  ; 
*'  And  be  quick,  for  I  foon  niuft  away— 

*'  I  muft  hafte  to  unite  a  good  pair, 

'*  Who  took  care  of  me  when  I  was  young; 

*^  And  each  other  now  hardly  can  bear, 
"  Having  both  been  by  Jealoufy  flung." 

Her  fecret  defign  fhe  conceal'd, 

(So  Ihould  women  acSt  when  they're  marry'd) 
For  {he  knew  if  it  once  was  reveal'd. 

It  would  foon  round  Olympus  be  carry'd— • 

The  blythe  goddefs,  not  guefflng  her  drift, 
On  her  waift  ty'd  the  ceftus  of  pleafure. 

And  the  cloud-ruler's  fifter,  then  fwift 

As  his  eagle,  whiri'd  off  with  her  trcafure. 

In  this  girdle  was  curioufly  ftitch'd 
The  attradions  which  toying  infpire, 

And  moreover  'twas  finely  enrich'd 
With  all  arts  to  re-kindle  defire. 

In  this  girdle,  good  humour  and  eafe, 

Sweet  words  and  fond  looks  were  exprefs'd, 

A  perpetual  endeavour  to  pleafe. 

And  a  face  with  gay  fmiles  ever  drefs'd. 


Poirefs'd 
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Poflefs'd  of  fo  rich  a  machine, 

She  was  eager  in  virtues  to  try. 
And  then  leaving  the  love-darting  queen, 

Shot  a  thoufand  bright  beams  from  each  eye. 

To  the  Thund'rer  fhe  then,  as  by  chance. 
Half  her  beauties  with  cunning  difplayM  , 

From  her  eye  fhot  a  languifliing  glance. 
And  then  glided  away  like  a  fhade. 

But  fhe  dazzl'd  the  ey«s  of  grim  Jove, 
Who  embrac'd  her  with  conjugal  arms. 

And  within  a  delicious  alcove. 

He  enjoy'd  with  new  fpirit  her  charms. 

Ye  wives,  lend  an  ear  to  this  fample 

Of  the  Grecian  bard's  fhrewdnefs  and  art. 

And  by  politic  Juno's  example. 

Learn  to  conquer  a  hufband's  cold  heart. 

When  the  paflion  of  Love's  in  its  wane. 

And  ye  ceafe  to  be  objeas  of  joy. 
Ye  muft  try  the  cold  heart  to  regain, 

By  thofe  beauties  which  never  will  cloy. 


THE 
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THE    PIGEON'S    CHOICE. 

TO  ev'ry  fair  a  pigeon  rov'd. 
By  ev'ry  fair  alike  belov'd  : 
Where'er  he  flew,  the  female  train 
Praclife  their  v/iles  his  heart  to  gain  ; 
Bridle  the  neck,  and  bill  and  coo. 
And  imitate  what  women  do. 
At  length  he  found  that  too  much  joy, 
MuH:  foon  his  vig'rous  health  deflroy  ; 
So  thought  it  prudent  to  give  over, 
AfTume  the  hufband,  drop  the  lover. 

At  firft,  the  Fan- tail  nymph  he  tries. 
Who,  iaa  moment,  met  his  eyes. 
Her  heart  exults  with  inward  pride. 
And  fancy  fix'd  her  for  his  bride. 
Secure  of  conqueft,  fhe  neglected 
The  real  charms  the  youth  expeded. 
No  gentle  manners,  no  concefTionj 
AH  muft  be  left  to  her  difcretion  : 
Whilft  vanity  and  affedlation 
Supply'd  the  place  of  fenfe  and  flation. 
*'  He  could  not  anfwer  tohisconfcience, 
*'  To  be  confin'd  to  pride  and  nonfenfe  : 
*'  A  miftrefs  thus  was  right  and  civil, 
*'  But,  in  a  wife,  they  were  the  devil  !'* 


So 
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So  left  the  nymph  to  ftrut  alone, 
Regardkfs  of  her  idle  moan. 

The  Carrier f  a  pigeon  fleek. 
With  ruddy  bill,  and  fnovvy  neck. 
Caught  his  defires ;  but  yet  the  dame 
Had  but  a  fort  of  doubtful  fame. 
He  faw  fhe  rambled  round  the  county. 
And  guefs'd  fhe  might  difpcrfe  her  bounty. 
He  knew  fhe  feldom  kept  the  houfe, 
And  needs  mufl  make  a  wretched  fpoufe. 
Never  at  eafe  but  on  the  wing  ! 
So  drop'd  the  airy  giddy  thing. 

The  Cropper  next,  a  flately  fair  ! 
Claim'd  his  afFedlion  and  his  care; 
But  to  his  forrow,  foon  he  found 
Her  principles  and  mind  unfound. 
She  boafled  much  her  great  defcent, 
"  She  was  not  for  the  vulgar  meant : 
"  Yet  fhe  would  yield  to  his  requef}, 
"  Provided  be  would  make  her  nefl, 
''  Her  noble  limbs  were  quite  unfit 
*'  To  do  the  drudgVy  of  a  cit." 
He  rais'd  his  head,  his  anger  grew. 
Flapping  his  wings,  away  he  flew. 

An  hundred  other  forts  he  try'd, 
Some  promis'd  fair,  fome  half  deny*d  5 


But 
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But  what  rals'd  moft  his  indignation, 
Was  pride  deep  fix'd  by  education, 

Clofe  in  a  farmer's  yard  he  faw 
The  Common-Pigeon^  deep  in  ftraw. 
He  view'd  her  modeft  humble  mien, 
Her  beaut'ous  feathers  neat  and  clean  : 
He  faw  her  earning  hard  her  food, 
And  thought  fhe'd  bring  a  healthy  brood. 
Hisjudgment  fix'd  her  in  his  mind, 
He  lov'd  and  courted, — fhe  prov'd  kind. 
Of  her  poflefs'd,  he  found  how  vain 
Were  all  the  trifling  giggling  train. 
No  gadder  fhe,  no  affedation  1 
No  airs  to  give  his  mind  vexation. 
Her  thoughts  were  wholly  on  him  bent, 
Studious  in  all  to  give  content. 
With  pleafure  on  hisJbiU  fhe  hung, 
Then  hatch M  her  eggs,  or  fed  her  young. 
With  her  he  found  the  charms  that  give 
The  blifs,  that  makes  it  blifs  to  live. 


THE 
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CUPID'S     REVENGE. 

BY    THE    LATE    SIR    JOHN    VANBRUGH. 

SAbina,  with  an  angel's  face, 
Ordain'd  by  love  for  joy. 
Seems  of  the  Syren's  cruel  race. 
To  charm,  and  then  deftroy. 

The  burnlng-glafies  of  her  eyes 

The  fierceft  flames  impart, 
Herfelf  unhurt,  the  lover  dies, 

Untouch'd  the  virgin's  heart; 

The  God  of  Love,  enrag'd  to  fee 

The  Nymph  elude  his  aim, 
Pronounc'd  this  mercilefs  decree 

Againfl  the  haughty  dame  : 

*  Let  age  with  double  fpeed  o'ertake  her, 
'  Let  love  the  room  of  bride  fupply ; 

*  And  when  her  lovers  all  forfake  her, 
*  A  fpotlefs  virgin  let  her  die.' 


Part  IV.  M  THE 
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THE      BEGGAR. 

-  _  -  inopemque  paterni 

Et  Lari,  et  Fundi.  Hon. 

PITY  the  forrows  of  a  poor  old  man  ! 
Whofe  trembling  .limbs  have  borne  him  to  your 
door, 
Whofe  days  are  dwindled  to  the  (borteft  fpan. 
Oh !  give  relief — and  heav'n  will  blefs  your  ftore. 

Thefe  tatterM  cloaths  my  poverty  befpeak, 

Thefe  hoary  locks  proclaim  my  lengthened  years. 

And  many  a  furrow  in  my  grief-worn  cheek. 
Has  been  the  channel  to  a  ftream  of  tears. 

Yon  houfe,  ere£led  on  the  riflng  ground, 
With  tempting  afpe6t  drew  me  from  my  road,. 

For  plenty  there  a  refidence  has  found. 
And  grandeur  a  magnificent  abode. 

(Hard  is  the  fate  of  the  infirm  and  poor  !) 
Here  craving  for  a  morfel  of  their  bread, 

A  pamper'd  menial  fcrc'd  me  from  the  door. 
To  feek  a  {helter  in  an  humbler  fhed. 

O  '.  take  me  to  your  hofpitable  dome, 

Keen  blows  the  wind,  and  piercing  is  the  cold  ! 
Short  is  my  paflage  to  the  friendly  tomb. 

For  I  am  poor— and  mif^ably  old. 

Should 
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Should  I  reveal  the  fource  of  ev'ry  grief. 
If  foft  humanity  e'er  touch'd  your  breaft, 

Your  hands  would  not  withhold  the  kind  lelief. 
And  tears  of  pity  could  not  be  reprefs'd. 

Heav'n  fends  misfortunes — Why  fhould  we  repine  ? 

'Tis  heav'n  has  brought  me  to  the  ftate  you  fee; 
And  your  condition  may  be  foon  like  mine, 

— The  child  of  forrow — and  of  mifery. 

A  little  farm  was  my  paternal  lot. 

Then,  like  the  lark,  I  fprightly  hail'd  the  morn ; 
But  ah  !  oppreflion  forc'd  me  from  my  cot, 

My  cattle  died,  and  blighted  was  my  corn. 

My  daughter — once  the  comfort  of  my  age  ! 

Lur'd  by  a  villain  from  her  native  home. 
Is  caft  abandoned  on  the  world's  wide  ftage, 

And  doomM  in  fcanty  poverty  to  roam. 

My  tender  wife,  fweet  foother  of  my  care  ! 

Struck  with  fad  anguifli  at  the  ftern  decree. 
Fell — ^^ling'ring  fell  a  victim  todefpair. 

And  left  the  world  to  v/retchednefs  and  me. 

Pity  the  forrows  of  a  poor  old  man, 

Whofe  trembling  limbs  have  borne  him  to  your  door, 
Whofe  days  are  dwindled  to  the  fhortcll:  fpan, 

O  !  give  relief — and  heav'n  will  blefs  your  ftore. 

M  2  A  C  O  M- 
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A  COMMON  CHARACTER 

AT    THE    OPERA-HOUSE. 

,|"7lthout  an  ear  for  muilc  fweet, 
Y      Numps  at  the  Opera  you  meet : 
He  fwears  it  is  immenfely  clever. 
Nor  knows  a  minim  from  a  quaver  : 
With  eyes  fo  dim  he  fcarce  can  fpy — 
His  nofe  fo  prominent  and  high — 
Numps  goes  at  Brunfwick's  prince  to  flare. 
Yet  cannot  fee  v/ith  all  his  care  : 
And  laftly,  to  complete  the  joke, 
Numps  purchafes  the  Opera-book, 
And  feems  to  con  it  with  wife  look. 
For  notes,  which  never  can  be  read, 
Numps  drains  his  purfe,  to  hum  his  head: 
Strange  dolt  !  to  pay  v/ith  liberal  hand 
For  what  he  ne'er  can  underftand  ! 

G.  B, 


CUPID'S 
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VERSES    BY    MR.    POPE, 

ON    READING    A    POEM,    ENTITLED    "  A    FIT    OF 
"    THE    SPLEEN,"    BY    DR.    IBBOTT*. 

WHat  are  the  falling  rills,  the  pendent  fliades. 
The   morning   bowers,    the  evening   coio- 
nades, 
But  foft  recefTes  for  th'  uneafy  mind. 
To  fjgh  unheard  in  to  the  pafTing  wind  ? 
So  the  ftruck  deer,  in  fome  fequefter'd  part, 
Lies  down  to  die — the  arrow  in  his  heart, 
There  hid  in  fhades,  and  wafting  day  by  day. 
Inly  he  bleeds,  and  pants  his  foul  away. 


VERSES 

ON    THE    NEW-BUILDINGS    ERECTING    BETWEEN 
BLOOMSBURY    AND    ST.    GILES's. 

N  a  doublet  of  ftone,  from  the  top  of  a  fteeple. 
As  B r ufjfw id  look' d  down  on  the  dregs  of  the  peopk^ 
The  handfome  new-buildings,  the  folks  were  erecting, 
His  vanity  tickled,  and  fet  him  reflecling, 

*  See  Dod/ley's  collef^lon,  Vol,  V,  p.  2©2, 

M  3  That 
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That  foon  he  (hould  fee,  by  his  Grace's  afliftance, 

ThQ  fcum  of  the  earth  ladled  ofFto  a  diftance. 

The  breed  of  St.  Giles's,  plump,  tatter'd  and  pert, 

Underftanding  his  mufings,  replied,  from  the  dirt. 
"  Winds  blaft  your  hard  phyz,    for  a  weather* 
cock  wizzard, 

What  is'c  that  you  grumble  at  thus  in  your  gizzard  ? 

The'  we  are  fo  low,  and  you  mounted  fo  high. 

Your  horns,  you  old  cuckold,   don't  reach  to  the 
fky: 

Then  look  not  your  haughtinefs  downward  fo  glum; 

We  can't  be  at  once  both  the  dregs  and  the  fc urn. 

What  tho'    My-Lord-Duke,    your  as-hard-hearted 
neighbour,    . 

Would  ftarve  us  with  nine-pence  a  day  for  our  la- 
bour. 

Or  drive  us  afield,  like  black  cattle,  a  grazing; 

He  neither  can  pound  us,    nor  wall  the  high-ways 
in. 

Let  his  bricklayers  and  m.afons  then  build  till  they 
burft, 

And  his  ftreets  and  his  houfes  and  chapels  be  curfr  ; 

While  pence  will,  for  prog,    purchafe  pudding  or 

pye, 

As  here  we've  been  bred,    here  we'll  live  till  we 

die. 
Your  Highnefs  may  vapour,  with  arms  fet  a-kimbo. 
And   his  Grace  move  the  houfe  to  commit  us  to 

limbu : 

We 
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We  tremble  as  little  at  you  as  at  him, 
At  a  peace-broking  peer  as  a  beer  brewer's  whim*. 
Had  fots  been  but  fober  your  worfhip  had  ne'er 
Been  raifed  thus  aloft,  cock-a-hoop,  in  the  air ; 
To    mug-houfe  and   mobs   your  high  ftation  thus 

owing. 
Keep  o'er  your  own  dunghill  no  longer  this  crow- 
ing. 
Should   a  ftorm  ever  blow  that  fliould  topple  you 

down 
Who,    think  you,  would  plaifter  the  crack  in  your 

crown  ? 
Your  friends  the  True  Blue  fcour'd  and  turn'd  ai 

the  dyer's. 
Old   Whigs    grown    new    tories,    low-churchmen 

high-flyers. 
By  Dukes,  Lords  and  Knights  you'll  be  left  in  the 

lurch. 
As  fure  as  you  tumble  from  Bloom/bury  church. 
The  ftate  in  a  ferment,  poor  Pelham  departed, 
Your  Grandfon,  God  blefs  him,  much  too  tender- 
hearted ; 
In  fa£lion's  fierce  flame  party  ftill  throwing  oil, 
'Till  her  long-fimmering  pot  is  juft  ready  to  boil. 
Should  her  broth  over-heated  rife  up  to  a  brimmer. 
And  the  Devil,  to  cool  it,  be  fent  with  a  fkimmer, 

*  This  ftatue  was  eresfled  at  the  cxpcncc  of  his  Mnjefty's  brewer. 

M  4  The 
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The  froth  and  the  bubbles  of  fortune  and  -birth. 
From  the  top  he'd  take  ofF,  as  the  f cum  of  the  earth '^ 
While  we,  as  he  laughs  in  his  fleeve  to  havegot'emj 
The  dregs  of  thepeopky  fmk  fafe  to  the  bottom.'**^*^. 


ON    SEEING    CAPTAIN    A- 


AT     MRS.    CORNELY  S     BREST    FANTASTICALLY. 

J-'T^IS  faid  that  our  foldiers  fo  lazy  are  grown, 

A     With  luxury,  plenty,  and  eafe. 
That  they  more  for  their  carriage  than  courage  zr€ 

known. 
And  fcarce  know  the  ufe  of  a  piece ; 
Let  them  fay  what  they  will,  fmce  it  nobody  galls. 
And  exclaim  out  flill  louder  and  louder  j 
But  there  ne'er  was  more  money  expended  in  balls^ 
Or  a  greater  cojifumption  o^  powder, 

THE    N  P  R  F  O  L  K  E    T  U  R  N  I  P  P  E. 

AN     AUNCIENT     TALE. 

Ome  countyes  vaunte  themfelves  in  pye^. 
And  fome  in  meate  excelle ; 
For  '1  urnippes  of  enormous  fizc 

Faire  Norfolke  beares  the  belle. 

Thllke 
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Thilke  tale  an  olde  nurfe  told  to  me. 
Which  I  relate  to  you  ; 
And  well  I  weene  what  nupfes  fay. 
Is  facred  all  and  true. 

At  midnighte  houre  a  hardie  knighte 
Was  pricking  *  o'er  the  ley  1| 
The  flarres  and  moone  had  lofte  their  lighte, 
A  nd  he  had  lofte  his  waye. 

The  winde  full  loude  and  fharpe  did  blowe. 
The  clouds  amaine  did  poure. 
And  fuch  a  night,  as  ftoryes  fhewe. 
Was  nivir  feene  before, 

I  vaine  hee  faughte  full  halfe  the  nighte, 
Ne  fheiter  colde  hee  fpie : 
Pitie  it  were  fo  bolde  a  knighte 
Y-fterv'd  with  cold  fholde  eye. 

Now  voices  ftraunge  afTaile  his  eare 
And  yet  ne  houfe  was  nie : 
Thoughte  hee,  the  Devil  himfelfe  is  here. 
Prefer ve  me  God  on  hie  ! 

Then  fummon'd  hee  his  courage  hie. 
And  thus  aloud  'gan  call  ^ 
Fays,  gyauntes,  demons,  come  not  nie. 
For  1  defye  you  all ! 

*  Riding  H  Meadow-ground, 

When 


[     174    ] 

When  from  a  hollow  turnippe  neare 
Out  jump'd  a  living  wighte; 
With  friendly  voice,  and  accent  clearc. 
He  thus  addrefs'd  the  knight. 

Sir  knighte,  ne  demon  dwelleth  here, 
Ne  gyaunte  keepes  his  houfe; 
But  tway  poor  drovers,  goodman  Vere, 
And  honeft  Robin  Roufe. 

We  tweyne  have  taken  fhelter  here, 
With  oxen  ninety-two ; 
And  if  you'll  enter  nivir  feare, 
There's  room  enough  for  you. 


ON  THE  OAK  IN  PENSHURST-PARK, 

PLANTED    ON    THE    BIRTH-DAY    OF    SIR    PHILIP 

SIDNEY. 

AS  I  pafled  fome  weeks  the  laft  fummer  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Penjhurji  park  in  Kent^  the 
ancient  feat  of  the  noble  family  or  Sidney^  I  fre- 
quently had  the  pleafure  of  riding  among  thofe  fine 
old  woods.  Mentioning  this  one  day  among  fome 
of  my  friends,  a  gentleman  in  company  told  us, 
that  fome  years  fmce,  in  a  fall  of  timber  that  was 
^ade  there  for  the  ufe  of  the  navy,    a  noble  Oak, 

planted 
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planted  on  the  birth- day  of  the  great  Sir  Fhllip  Sidney^ 
was,  by  miftake,  unhappily  felled.  We  all  agreed, 
that  a  tree,  facred  to  the  memory  of  fo  great  a  man, 
ought  to  have  been  preferved  inviolate  from  the  edge 
of  the  axe. 

Waller,  in  one  of  his  poems  vi'ritten  at  Pcnlhurfl, 
has  the  following  lines  on  this  Oak  : 

*'  G  O,  boy,  and  carve  this  paffion  on  the  bark 
"  Of  yonder  tree,  which  (lands  the  facred  mark 
"  Of  noble  Sidney's  birth  ;  when  fuch  benign, 
"  Such  more  than  m.ortal  making  ftars  did  fhine, 
*'  That  there  they  cannot  but  for  ever  prove 
"  The  monument  and  pledge  of  humble  love. 

The  author  of  the  obfervations  on  Mr.  Waller's 
poems  has  the  following  note  upon  this  pafTage-— 
''  Thefe  verfes  apparently  refer  to  fome  Tree  in 
"  Penfhurft  park,  planted  at  the  birth  of  the  famous 
"  Sir  Philip  S'dney,  of  which  there  is  no  tradition 
*'  now  remaining  in  the  family ;  but  we  may  apply 
*'  to  it  what  Cicero  fays  of  the  Marian  Oak;" 
''  Manet  vero^  &  femper  tnanehit  \  fata  eji  enim  inge- 
"  n'lo  :  nuIHus  autem  agricolee  cultu  Jiirps  tarn  diuturna^ 
*'  quam  poeta  vei'fu  feminari  potefi." 

Ben  Johnfon  has  alfo  alluded  to  this  Tree,  in  his 
Foreft,  fpeaking  of  Penfhurft  : 

Thou 
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Thou  haft  thy  walks  for  health  as  well  as  fport, 
Thv  mount  to  which  the  Druids  do  refort ; 
Where  Pan  and  Bacchus  their  high  feafts  have  made. 
Beneath  the  broad  Beech,  and  a  Cheftnut  fhade ; 
That  taller  Tree,  which  of  a  Nut  was  fet 
At  his  great  birth,  where  all  the  Mufes  met. 

But  whether  the  tree  was  an  Oak  or  a  Cheftnut, 
whether  lately  felled  or  ages  ago,  fignifies  not  much  : 
the  anecdote  above  cited  was  the  occafion  of  the  fol- 
lowing little  Ode. 

^U  E  R  C  U  S     loquitur. 
The  Oak  fpeaks. 

Yes,  ye  muft  fall,  ye  fathers  of  the  wood  I 
Ye,  who  for  ages  here  have  flood  : 
On  whom  an  hundred  wintry  blafts  have  beat. 
Who've  borne  an  hundred  fummers  heat: 
Yes,  ye  muft  fall,  'tis  for  your  country's  good. 

The  Brtifh  navy  fummons  now  your  aid  ; 

She  calls ; — oh  be  it  ever  faid. 

Each  Britifti  heart,  and  every  Britifh  oak, 

Looks  for  the  fignal,  waits  the  ftroke, 

And  thinks  the  ling'ring  axe  too  long  delay 'd. 

Mourn 
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Mourn  not,  ye  nymphs,  ye  Dryads  of  the  grove, 
JVlourn  not  the  fcene  of  your  chafle  love  ; 
To  yon  wlde-fpreading  fhades  of  beech  retreat. 
There  ever  fix  your  fylvan  feat. 
Where  through  the  high-arch'd  bow'r  the  Zephyrs 
rove. 

I,  who  was  planted  on  the  facred  morn. 
On  which  great  Sidney  here  was  born. 
With  joy  exulting  quit  this  once-lov'd  plain  : 
I  long  to  plunge  amid  the  main, 
And  fee  the  Britifh  flag  my  ftrength  adorn. 

And  thou,  well  pleas'd,  from  thy  etherial  throne^ 

Soul  of  great  Sidney,  oh  look  down  ! 

Behold  the  patriot  flame,  that  burnt  in  thee. 

Now  animates  thy  honour'd  tree. 

Who  joyful  meets  a  death  fo  like  thy  own. 


Tua  Casfar  iEtas.  % 

ALL,  all  is  Caefar's,  new- rob' d  Aflon  cries. 
All,  all  is  Caefar's,  the  King's  Bench  replies^' 
Poor  people,  you  have  nothing  left  we  fee. 
Since  all  is  Caefar's  which  belong'd  to  me, 

LIBERTY. 

X  Mr,  Juftice  Afton's  motto  upon  the  rings  which  he  diftributed, 
•«pon  being  made  a  judge  of  the  King's  Bench. 

VERSES 
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VERSES 

AT  LORD  MELCOMBE^S,  AT  HAM- 
MERSMITH, 

(written  by  his  lordship.) 

from  an  authentick  copy. 

under  the  busto  of  comus  in  a  beaufet* 

E.    AUGUST,    1750, 

WHIle  rofy  wreaths  the  goblet  deck. 
Thus  COMUS  fpoke,  or  feem'd  to  fpeak : 
*'  This  place,  for  focial  hours  defign'd, 
'*  May  care  and  bufinefs  never  find. 
*'  Come,  ev^'ry  mufe,  without  reftraint, 
**  Let  genius  prompt,  and  fancy  paint ; 
*''Let  wit,  and  mirth,  with  friendly  ftrife, 
*'  Chafe  the  dull  gloom  that  faddens  life  : 
«^  True  wit,  that,  firm  to  virtue's  caufe, 
*'  Refpe<fis  religion  and  the  laws  ; 
**  True  mirth,  that  chearfulnefs  fupplies 
*'  To  modeft  ears,  and  decent  eyes  j 
**  Le.t  THESE  indulge  the  livelieft  failles, 
*'  Both  fcorn  the  canker'd  help  of  malice  ^ 
<^'  True  to  their  country,  and  their  friend, 
J<  Both  fcorn  to  flatter,  or  offend." 

TWO 
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TWO    LYRICK    EPISTLES: 

OR;     MARGERY     THE     COO  K-M  AID 

TO    THE    CRITICAL    REVIEWERS. 
I  write  a  fad  JIand  but  my  Sifter  Margery  flie  writes  better, 

BY  the  backfide  !*  good  lack,  good  lack  ! 
Chain'd  to  the  chimney  corner  like  a  monkey. 
You  are  as  fpiteful  as  a  black  ; 
That  has  been  drinking  drink  for  drunky. 

'I  think  I  fee  my  mafter  leap  and  fkip; 
And  whifk  about  his  tail ; 
Juft  like  a  pinnace  when  fhe  makes  a  trip. 
And  vvhifks  about  her  fail. 

So  have  I  feen  a  highlander  retire 
And  turn  about  to  court  the  wind, 
-Shot  by  a  cinder  leaping  from  the  fire 
Amongft  his  precious  parts  behind. 

*  Vide  Critical  Review  for  December  1761.    Article,  fables 
for  grown  gentlemcnt  ' 

P.  461.     If  ihQ  poor  Htghlandcr^i  hackfide^  be  bound  In  chains,  we 

think  he  has  fome  reafon  to  complain.     If  the  author  himfelt  was 

like  a  monkey  chained  to  the  chimney  corner  by   the  backfide,    he 

might  afford  fome  diverfion  to  Margery  the  cook-maid    but  it  is  to  be 

fuppofed  he  would  not  much  relifli  the  reftraint, 

j-.augh  1 
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Laugh !  no  he  need  not  be  afraid. 
Though  'twould  be  comical  no  doubt ; 
To  fee  him  fquatting  like  a  maid ; 
And  making  water  like  a  fpout. 

:But  I  fhould  laugh  at  you  reviewers. 
If  I  could  view  your  buttocks  bare. 
Genteelly  trufs'd  and  pink'd  with  fkewerg. 
And  nicely  larded  like  a  hare. 

Nay  I  could  wifh. 
To  fee  your  backiides  fing'd  and  flead, 
Juft  like  your  favourite  difh, 

A  fmgged  hede : 
To  fmell  them  favoury  and  reeky 

Like  Cocky  Leaky. 

,And  as  your  cook  at  a  fmith's  forge. 
Gives  the  fine  flavour  of  the  wool. 

To  a  fheep's  fkull, 
-Which  makes  you  eat  'till  you  regorge  ; 

So,  the  communication  is  fo  great. 
Between  your  brains  and  your  backfide* 

Between  the  feat  / 
Of  lazynefs  and  feat  of  pride. 

That  tho'  the  brains,  of  all  you  jokers, 
Never  ftruck  fire,  into  a  fingle  joke. 
Yet  if  your  bums,  were  fing'd  with  pokers. 
Your  brains  perhaps,  might  yield  a  little  fmoke. 

Spite 
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Spite  of  your  heavy  jokes. 
That  fall  upon  the  head  ; 
Like  apopledick  ftrokes, 

Or  pigs  of  lead* 

We'll  laugh,  to  fee  your  highland  fparks, 
Your  higiiiand  breeding,  and  good  manners. 
To  fee  them,  flrut  about  the  parks. 
With  fhirts  difplay'd  behind,  like  banners. 

Shewing  our  maids,  and  modeft  wives. 

Such  modeft  fights. 
As  make  their  hufbands,  weary  of  their  lives. 
They  make  them  pafs,  fuch  reftlefs  nights. 

Our  lovers  ficken,  and  defpair. 
Dejection  preys  upon  our  beaux; 
The  expectations  of  our  fair. 
Are  ra  is 'd  fo  highly,  by  fuch  fhews. 

The  Indians  I'm  told,  are  more  polite. 
They  don't  produce  their  brawny  powers. 
They  only  fhew  their  powers  by  candle  light, 
Amongft  their  favourite  fquavvs,  at  certain  hours. 

Good  firs,  if  I  aright  can  read, 

You  are  defign'd  for  books, 

Juft  as  your  friends,  beyond  the  Tweed, 

For  gardeners  and  cooks, 

i'iirt  IV,  N  Your 


Your  pride,  and  lazinefs  I  guefs^ 
Diforder  and  torment  your  mindsj 
And  bring  your  country  to  diftrefs. 
For  want  of  labourers  and  hinds. 

I  think  like  you,  it  is  a  fhame. 

That  its  beft  blood  fhould  now  be  bleeding ; 

And  blame. 
The  government,  for  fuch  proceeding. 

I  would  have  fent  the  very  worft, 
1  would  have  fent  you  all  a  packing ; 
You  fhould  have  gone,  the  very  firft. 
You're  good  enough,  for  a  -good  thwacking. 

I^ut  I  am  weary  of  inditing. 

Such  letters  ; 
And  fo  I  take  my  leave  of  writing ; 
-And  leave  you  to  my  betters. 


EPISTLE    THE   SECOND, 

YOU  who  alTemble  in  difguifes 
And  take  your  ftands  in  fecret  placeSj 
Spitting  into  our  mouths  and  eyes, 
With  a^pretence  to  waih  our  faces ! 
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But  when  you  Tpy  a  Scotchman  walking-. 
His  air  and  manner  is  fo  pleafmg. 
That  you  immediately  leave  hawking. 
And  offer  him  a  pickle  of  your  fneefing. 

I  do  not  want  to  rob  you  of  your  fnufF, 
'Give  it  your  countrymen,  it  likes  me  well. 
But  do  not  fright  us,  like  Macduff, 
Calling  aloud,  to  ring  the  alarum  bell, 
Sufpend  your  purulence,  fwallow  your  fpittle, 
And  liflen  to  an  Englifaman  a  little. 

You  know  you  fpit  at  us,  and  hawk  and  cough. 

As  if  you  had  a  charter. 

And  alfo  know  we  wipe  it  meekly  off. 

Like  Charles  the  blefTed  martyr, 

Whllfl  you  go  art  abufe  and  rail, 
As  if  we  were  not  fellow  creatures. 
Laying  about  you  like  a  flail. 
And  bruifmof  all  our  En<^li{h  features  : 

If  we  poor  Englifhmen  but  fmiJe, 
It  is  high  tre^fon, 
The'  we  are  fmiling  all  the  while. 
Both  with  good  nature  and  good  reaibn, 

N  2  Not 
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Not  throwing  dirt  at  a  whole  nation* 
But  laughing  at  the  folly  of  a  few, 
Whofe  prejudice  and  affectation 
Become  them  juft  as  they  do  you. 

As  if  they  were  a  chofen  race. 
Clear  and  exempted  by  their  birth  ; 
From  all  the  vices  that  difgrace. 
All  other  children  of  the  earth. 

I  very  readily  excufe. 
Your  want  of  complaifance 

To  my  flrange  mufe, 
DrefsM  in  the  carelefs  drefs  of  France^ 

A  la  Fontaine 
A  flattern  but  quite  plain. 

According  to  your  notions. 

You  muft  diflike  the  flimfy  wench  j 

Her  drefs  and  all  her  motions 

Are  fo  intolerably  French  ; 

+A  gracelefs  copy  of  a  gracelefs  hobler, 

Juft  like  a  gouty  fhoe  made  by  a  cobler. 

*  According  to  the  reviewers  the  greateft  pleafure  that  the  whole 
Englifh  nation  enjoys,  is  to  fee  their  brethren  of  North  Britain  in 
their  theatres,  rcprefented  as  a  parcel  of  fcoundrels. 

-|-  The  reviewers  fay  that  the  verfes  in  the  fables  for  grov/n  gentle- 
men hobble  ftrangely,  from  fourteen  to  two  fyilables  :  that  may  part- 
ly be  owing  to  th^ir  want  of  €ars  j  they  muft  have  the  fame  objedlion 
to  Fontaine. 

You 


[     i85     ] 

You  think  the  bagpipes  notes  are  Tweeter 

Than  any  pipe  or  any  ftring ; 

The  afs  preferr'd  the  cuckow's  fong  and  metre. 

To  all  the  warblers  of  the  fpring. 

Either  the  organs  or  the  foul 

Of  you  and  ajjes  are  fo  circle. % 

Your  ignorance  and  want  of  Senfe 

Your  want  of  ears  I  do  forgive  5 

But  unprovok'd  malevolence, 

I'll  never  pardon  whilft  I  live. 

Such  your  attempt  to  prove  me  to  the  North 

A  foe  to  its  acknbwledg'd  worth.' 

In  every  country  I  defpife 
A  heart  that's  arrogant  and  narrov/. 
As  much  as  I  efteem  and  prize 
David  Hume  and  David's  marrow. 

Now  to  conclude, 
I  am  yours  reviewing  or  reviewed. 

But  as  my  fables  are  not  to  your  likin^-, 

Witnefs  the  fable  of  laft  year,* 

I  fend  you  fomething  that's  more  ftrikino- 

Concife  and  clear, 
I  think  you  call  it  in  your  brogue 
An  apologue. 

X  Lyrick  epiftles  to  the  revieA-rrs. 
*  The  afs  the  cuckow  and  the  lark, 

N  3  The, 
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THE     APOLOGUE, 

SOME  folks  get  no  more  by  their  reading 
And  meditations ; 
Tiian  apes  and  monkeys  by  their  breeding 
And  obrervations  : 
This.  I  agree, 
May  be  apply'd  either  to  you  or  me. 

The  fable  that  comes  after. 
Can  only  be  apply'd  to  you. 
If  it  excites  a  little  laughter. 
It  anfvvers  all  my  view. 

An  ape  by  trade  an  imitator, 

Had  fpent  the  beft  part  of  his  days ; 

Like  a  reviewer  or  traaflator 

Of  farces,   interludes  and  plays. 

For  ever  copying  and  itching 

To  ihew  his  talents  in  the  kitchen. 

He  would  divert  you  if  you  were  not  nice. 
And  difficult  to  pleafe 
By  cracking  lice, 
And  catching  fleas ; 
Which  he  would  chaw, 
And  cram  into  a  kitten's  maw. 


In 
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111  fhort, 
Jacko  had  ftudy'd  many  a  trick. 
Which  tricks  inftead  of  making  fport ; 
Would  oft'ner  make  you  Tick  : 
Yet  he  would  make  you  now  and  then  ; 
Laugh  like  the  foolilheft  of  men* 

The  cook-maid  by  the  fire  was  faft  afleep, 

No  kind  of  harm  fufpedling, 

Jacko  the  ape  was  playing  at  bopecp, 

Reviewing  and  refle£ling, 

Whether  from  liquor  or  from  whim. 

The  cook-maid  laid  in  a  flrange  trim. 

Hard  by  a  rafor  left  upon  a  chair. 
By  Jackanapes  was  quickly  feiz'd, 
The  cook-maid's  beard  expos'd  and  bare, 
The  grinning  villain  rub'd  and  greas'd^ 
Then  fnap'd  his  fingers  and  look'd  grave, 
Flouriih'd  his  rafor  and  began  to  (have, 

Jacko  proceeded,  without  dread, 
Chatter'd  and  did  not  care  a  fig  ; 
Poor  Margery  was  hack'd,  and  bled  ^ 
Like  an  aflaflinated  pig. 

Rous'd  by  her  ps^ins  like  frantick  fieepers, 
She  fn atch'd  a  pan  of  boiling  broth. 
Bubbling  and  running  o'er  with  froth, 
And  thre:yv  it  into  Jacko's  peepers : 

'N4  Which 
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Which   blinded    him    and  fpoil'd    him,     paft    all 

cure. 
Both  for  a  (haver  and  reviewer. 


THE  SENATOR  ENLIGHTENED, 

or,     JULIUS    c.'Esar's  salve. 

AT  Rome,  in  antient  times,  as  poets  fay. 
Ere  the  firft  Csefar  bore  imperial  fway ; 
Patricius  liv'd  :  no  fenator  fo  juft, 
So  true  as  he,  or  faithful  to  his  truft : 
Caefar's  ambitious  views  he  long  withflood^ 
And  plac'd  his  glory  on  the  public  good  : 
For  Roman  freedom  he  would  oft  declaim. 
Their  rights  and  liberties,  his  conftant  aim  : 
By  which  he  gain'd  at  length  the  patriot's  glorious 

name. 

Csefar  heard,  and  refolvM  to  change  his  tone. 
And  by  his  art  to  make  the  man  his  own. 
A  falve  he  made  of  yellow  fhining  ore. 
Oft  ufed  in  England  fmce,  for  the  fame  fore. 
Which  to  the  patriot's  palm  he  (lily  bound  ; 
When  lo  !  the  wonderful  effedl:  was  found  : 
His  patriotifin  all  vanifh'd  into  fmoke. 
The  people's  liberties  were  now  a  joke  : 
Enlighten'd  now,  Patricius  clearly  faw. 
What  Csfar  did  was  right,  was  good,  was  law* 

From 


1 
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From  Caefar  now  they  nothing  had  to  fear, 
He,  in  all  Rome,  was  only  fit  to  fleer: 
In  Caefar's  breaft  did  all  the  virtues  meet, 
Caefar  was  evVy  thing  that's  good  and  great : 
He  was  the  guardian  angel  of  the  Roman  flate. 


T  H  E    F  R  A  N  T  I  C    LOVER. 

I  -— aeftuat  ingens 

Imo  in  corde  pudor,  mixtoque  infania  luclu, 
Et  Furlis  agitatus  amor. 

AND  fhall  then  another  embrace  thee,  my  fair  ? 
Mufl  envy  flill  add  to  the  pangs  of  defpair  ? 
Shall  I  live  to  behold  the  reciprocal  blifs  ? 
Death,  death  is  a  refuge,  EJyiium  to  this! 

The  {larof  the  evening  now  bids  thee  retire,— 
Accurs'd  be  its  orb,  and  extinguilh'd  its  f.rs  ! 
For  it  ftiews  me  my  rival  prepar'd  to  invade 
Thofe  charms  which  at  once  I  admir'd  and  obey'd. 

Far  oiFeach  forbidding  incumbrance  is  thrown, 
And,  Sally,  thy  beauties  no  more  are  thy  own  ; 
Thy  coynefs  too  flies,  as  love  brings  to  thy  view 
A  trance  more  extatic  than  faint  ever  knew. 

.J^nd  yet  I  behold  thee,  tho'  loncrino-  to  die. 
Approach  the  new  Heav'n  v»'ith  a  tear  and  a  f]gh  ; 

For 
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For  oh  !  the  fond  figh  'midft  enjoyment  v/ill  ftray,. 
And  a  tear  is  the  tribute  which  rapture  muft  pay. 

Still,  ftill  dofl:  thou  tremble  that  pleafure  to  feek. 
Which  pants  in  thy  bofom,  and  glow^  on  thy  cheek ; 
Confufion  and  fhame  thy  foft  wifhes  deftroy. 
And  terror  cuts  off  the  weak  blofibm  of  joy. 

Ah  !  had  I  been  bleft  with  thy  beauty,  my  fair. 
With  fondeft  attention,  with  delicate  care. 
My  heait  would  have  try'd  all  thy  fears  to  remove. 
And  pluck'd  every  thorn  from  the  rofes  of  love  1 

My  infolent  rival,  more  proud  of  his  right, 
Contemns  the  fweet  office,  that  foul  of  delight ; 
Lefs  tender  he  feizes  thy  lips  as  his  prey. 
And  all  thy  dear  limbs  the  rough  fummons  obey. 

Ev'n  now  more  licentious — rafli  mortal  forbear  I— 
Reftrain  him,  O  Venus !  let  him  too  defpair!— 
Freeze,  freeze  the  fwift  ftreams  which  now  hurry  to 

join. 
And  curfe  him  with  paffions  unfated  like  mine ! 

How  weak  is  my  rage  his  fierce  joy  to  controul ! 
A  kifs  from  thy  body  fhoots  life  to  his  foul ; 
Thy  froft  too  dilTolv'd  in  one  current  is  run. 
And  all  thy  keen  feelings  are  blended  in  one. 

Thy 
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Thy  limbs  from  his  limbs  a  new  warmth  fhall  ac- 
quire. 

His  paffions  from  thine  (hall  redouble  their  fire; 

Till  vvreck'd  and  o'erwhelm'd  in  the  ftorm  of  de- 
light. 

Thine  ears  lofe  their  hearing,  thine  eyes  lofe  their 
fight. 

Here    conquefi:   mufl   paufe  (the'  it  ne'er    can   be 

cloy'd) 
To  view  the  rich  plunder  of  beauty  enjoy'd  ; 
The  trefTes  difhevell'd,  the  bofom  difplay'd. 
And  ihe  wifhes  of  years  in  a  moment  repaid. 

A  -tlioufand  foft  thoughts  in  thy  fancy  combine  I 

A  thoufand  wild  horrors  afiemble  in  mine  ! 

Relieve  me,   kind   death  !    fliut  the  fcene  from  my 

view. 
And  fave  me,  O  fave  me,  ere  madnefs  enfuel- 


A  N 
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ANODE 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  STEPHEN  POYNTZ, 

ESQi  &:c.  &C. 

BY   THE    HONOURABLE    SIR    CHARLES  HANBURY 
WILLIAMS,    KNIGHT  OF  THE  BATH. 

Senfeie  quid  Mens  rite,  quid  Indoles 
'Nutrita  fauftis  fub  penetralibus 
Poffet     -         -         -         - 

Doftrina  fed  vim  promovet  infitam, 
Redlique  cultus  peftora  roborant. 

HoR.  Od.  IV.  Lib,  IV. 
I. 

WHILST  William's  deeds  and  Willi am*s 
praife. 
Each  EngliOi  breaft  with  tranfport. raife, 
Each  Englifli  tongue  en:iploy  5 
Say,  PoYNTZ,  if  thy  elated  heart 
Afrumes  not  a  fuperior  part, 

A  larger  ihare  of  joy  ? 

II. 

But  that  thy  country's  high  afFairs 

Employ  thv  time,  demand  thy  cares. 

You  fhou'd  renew  your  flighty 

You 
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You  only  fliould  this  theme  purfue — — . 
Who  can  for  William  feel  like  vou  ? 
Or  who  like  you  can  write  ? 

in. 

Then  to  rehearfe  the  hero's  praife. 
To  paint  this  funfliine  of  his  days, 

The  pleafmg  tafk  be  mine 
To  think  on  all  thy  cares  overpaid. 
To  view  the  Hero  you  have  made. 

That  pleafmg  part  be  thine. 

IV. 

Who  firft  {hould  watch,  and  who  call  forth 
This  youthful  prince's  various  worth. 

You  had  the  publick  voice ; 
Wifely  his  royal  fire  confign'd 
To  thee,  the  culture  of  his  mind. 

And  England  bleft  the  choice. 

V. 

You  taught  him  to  be  early  knowji 
By  martial  deeds  of  courage  fhewn  : 

From  this  near  Mena's  flood. 
By  his  victorious  father  led. 
He  fleili'd  his  maiden  fword,  he  fhed. 

And  prov'd  th'  illulirious  blood. 


Of 
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Of  Virtue's  various  charms  you  taught^ 
With  happinefs  and  glory  fraught. 
How  her  unfhaken  pow'r 
Is  independent  of  fuccefs  ; 
^That  no  defeat  can  make  it  Icfs, 

.No  conqueft  make  it  more. 

VII. 

This,  after  Tourilay's  fatal  day, 
'Midft  forrow,  cares,  and  diredifmay. 

Brought  calm,  and  fure  relief; 
He  fcrutinizM  his  noble  lieart. 
Found  virtue  had  perform'd  her  part. 

And  peaceful  flept  the  chief. 

vni. 

:Prom  thee  he  early  learnt  to  fed 
The  patriot's  warmth  for  England's  wejil^ 

(True  valour's  nobleft  fpring) 
To  vindicate  her  church  diftrefl  j 
To  fight  for  liberty  oppreft ; 

To  perifti  for  his  king. 

IX. 

Yet  fay,  if  in  thy  fondeft  fcope 
-Of  thought,  you  ever  dar'd  to  hope 

That  bounteous  heav'n  fo  foon 


Would 
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"Would  pay  thy  toils,  reward  thy  care, 
Confenting  bend  to  ev'ry  prayV, 

And  all  thy  wiflies  crown. 

X. 

We  faw  a  wretch.,  with  trait'rous  aid, 
Our  king's  and  church's  rights  invade; 

And  thine,  fair  Liberty  ! 
We  faw  thy  hero  fly  to  war. 
Beat  down  rebellion,  break  her  fpear. 

And  fet  the  nations  free, 

XL 

:  Culloden's  field,  my  glorious  theme. 
My  rapture,  vifion,  and  my  dream. 

Gilds  the  young  hero's  days  : 
Yet  cm  there  be  one  Englifh  heart 
That  does  not  give  thee,  Poyntz,  thy  part^ 

And  own  thy  fhare  of  praife  I 

XIL 
Nor  Is  thy  fame  to  thee  decreed 
For  life's  fhort  date :  When  William's  heaJ^ 

For  victories  to  come. 
The  frequent  laurel  (hall  receive, 
Chaplets  for  thee  our  fons  Ihall  weave, 

And  hang  *em  on  thy  tomb. 

W    A    N    T    E    D 

An  ODE  to  Mr.  Le  Grand,  on  the  CttittOll 

of  th^  prefeni  D.ukQ  of  Cumberland. 
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ON^S©xM£  ENCROACHMENTS   ON  THE 
^ip^  -v  RIVER. 

FOUR  Scotchmen,  by  the  names  of  Adams, 
Who  keep  their  coaches^  and  their  madams^ 
Q],50th  John,, in  ful ley  mood,  to  Thomas, 
Have  dole  the  very  river  from  us. 

O,  Scotland!  long  it  has  been  faid 
Thy  teeth  are  (harp  for  Englifh  bread ; 
What !  feize  our  bread  3.nd  water  too. 
And  ufe  us  vvorfe  than  jailors  do  ! 
'Tis  true  'tis  hard  ! — 'tis  hard  ''tis  true  1 

Ye  friends  of  Georre^  and  friends  of  James. 
Envy  us  not  our  river  Thames :  <.•..,•    , 

The  Pr (s,  fond  of  raw-bond  hc^^  '^\ 

May  give  you  all  our  poJIs  and  places  y        "Vj-   -■'^-• 
Take  all — to  gratify  your  pride. 
But  dip  your  oatmeal  in  the  Cl^de. 
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